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LADYSMITH 

THE    DIARY    OF    A    SIEGE 
CHAPTER  I 

ON    THE    EDGE 

Newcastle,  Natal, 

Thursday,  October  5,  1899. 

LATE  last  Sunday  night  I  found  myself  slowly 
crawling  towards  the  front  from  Pretoria  in  a 
commandeered  train  crammed  full  of  armed  Boers 
and  their  horses.  I  had  rushed  from  the  Cape  to 
quiet  little  Bloemfontein,  the  centre  of  one  of  the 
best  administered  States  in  the  world,  where  the 
heads  of  the  nation  in  the  intervals  of  discussing 
war  proudly  showed  me  their  pianos,  their  little 
gardens,  little  libraries  of  English  books,  little 
museums  of  African  beasts  and  Greek  coins,  and 
all  their  other  evidences  of  advancing  culture. 
Then  on  to  Pretoria,  the  same  kind  of  a  town  on 
a  larger  and  richer  scale — trim  bungalow  houses, 
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for  the  most  part,  spread  out  among  gardens  full 
of  roses,  honeysuckle,  and  syringa.  But  at  the 
station  all  day  and  night  the  scene  was  not  idyllic. 
Every  hour  train  after  train  moved  away — stores 
and  firewood  in  front,  horses  next,  and  luggage 
vans  for  the  men  behind.  The  partings  from 
lovers  and  wives  and  children  must  be  imagined. 
They  are  bad  enough  to  witness  when  our  own 
soldiers  go  to  the  front.  But  these  men  are  not 
soldiers  at  all.  Each  of  them  came  direct  from 
his  home  in  the  town  or  on  some  isolated  farm. 
They  rode  up,  dressed  just  in  their  ordinary 
clothes,  but  for  the  slung  Mauser  and  the  full 
cartridge  belt  over  the  shoulder  or  round  the 
waist.  Except  for  a  few  gunners,  there  is  no 
uniform  in  the  Boer  Army.  Even  the  officers 
can  hardly  be  distinguished  from  ordinary  farmers. 
The  only  thing  that  could  be  called  uniform  is  the 
broad-brimmed  soft  hat  of  grey  or  brown.  But 
all  Boers  wear  it.  It  is  generally  very  stained  and 
dirty,  and  invariably  a  rusty  crape  band  is  wound 
about  the  crown.  For  the  Boer,  like  the  English 
poorer  classes,  has  large  quantities  of  relations, 
and  one  of  them  is  always  dying. 

By  the  courtesy  of  the  Pretorian  Government  I 
had  secured  room  in   the  guard's  van   for  myself 
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and  a  companion,  who  was  equally  anxious  to 
cross  the  Natal  frontier  before  the  firing  began, 
and  that  was  expected  at  any  moment.  In  the 
van  with  us  were  a  score  of  farmers  from  Middle- 
burg  wa}',  their  contingent  occupying  four  trains 
with  about  800  men  and  horses.  For  the  most 
part  they  were  fine  tall  men  with  shaggy  light 
beards,  reminding  one  of  Yorkshire  farmers,  but 
rougher  and  not  so  well  dressed.  Most  of  them 
could  speak  some  English,  and  many  had  Scotch 
or  English  relatives.  They  lay  on  the  floor  or 
sat  on  the  edge  of  the  van,  talking  quietly  and 
smoking  enormous  pipes.  All  deeply  regretted 
the  war,  regretted  the  farm  left  behind  just  when 
spring  and  rain  arc  coming,  and  they  were  full  of 
foreboding  for  the  women  and  children  left  at  the 
mercy  of  Kaffirs.  There  was  no  excitement  or 
shouting  or  bravado  of  any  kind.  So  we  travelled 
into  the  night,  the  monotony  only  broken  by  one 
violent  collision  which  shook  us  all  flat  on  the 
floor,  while  arms  and  stores  fell  crashing  upon  us. 
In  the  silent  pause  which  followed,  whilst  we 
wondered  if  we  were  dead,  I  could  hear  the  Kaffirs 
chattering  in  their  mud  huts  close  by,  and  in  the 
distance  a  cornet  was  playing  "  Home,  Sweet 
Home,"  with  variations. 
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It  must  have  been  the  next  evening,  as  we  were 
waiting  three  or  four  hours,  as  usual,  for  the  Hne  to 
clear,  that  General  Joubert  came  up  in  a  special 
train.  A  few  young  men  and  boys  in  ordinary 
clothes  formed  his  "staff."  The  General  himself 
wore  the  usual  brown  slouch  hat  with  crape  band, 
and  a  blue  frock  coat,  not  luxuriously  new.  His 
beard  was  quite  white,  but  his  long  straight  hair 
was  still  more  black  than  grey.  The  brown  sallow 
face  was  deeply  wrinkled  and  marked,  but  the  dark 
brown  eyes  were  still  bright,  and  looked  out  upon 
the  world  with  a  kind  of  simplicity  mingled  with 
shrewdness,  or  perhaps  some  subtler  quality.  He 
spoke  English  with  a  piquant  lack  of  grammar 
and  misuse  of  words.  When  I  travelled  with  him 
next  day,  almost  the  first  thing  he  said  to  me  was, 
"  The  heart  of  my  soul  is  bloody  with  sorrow." 
His  moderating  influence  on  the  Kruger  Govern- 
ment is  well  known,  and  he  described  to  me  how 
he  had  done  his  utmost  for  peace.  But  he  also 
described  how  bit  by  bit  England  had  pushed  the 
Boers  out  of  their  inheritance,  and  taken  advantage 
of  them  in  every  conference  and  native  war.  He 
was  particularly  hurt  that  the  Queen  had  taken  no 
notice  of  the  long  letter  or  pamphlet  he  wrote  to 
her  on  the  situation.     And,  by  the  way,  I  often 
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observed  what  regard  most  Boers  appear  to  feel 
for  the  Queen  personally.  They  constantly  couple 
her  name  with  Gladstone's  when  they  wish  to  say 
anything  nice  about  English  politics.  As  to  the 
General's  views  on  the  crisis,  there  would  be  little 
new  to  say.  Till  the  present  war  his  hope  had 
been  for  a  South  African  Confederacy  under 
English  protection — the  Cape,  Natal,  Free  State, 
and  Transvaal  all  having  equal  rights  and  local 
self-government.  He  knows  well  enough  the 
inner  causes  of  the  present  evils.  "  But  now,"  he 
said,  "we  can  only  leave  it  to  God.  If  it  is  His 
will  that  the  Transvaal  perish,  we  can  only  do  our 
best." 

At  Zandspruit,  the  scene  of  the  old  Sand  River 
Convention,  the  whole  Boer  camp  crowded  to  the 
station  to  greet  the  national  hero,  and  he  was  at 
once  surrounded  by  a  herd  of  farmers,  shaking  his 
hands  and  patting  him  warmly  on  the  back.  It 
was  a  respectful  but  democratic  greeting.  The 
Boer  Army — if  for  a  moment  we  may  give  that 
name  to  an  unorganised  collection  of  volunteers — 
is  entirely  democratic.  The  men  are  nominally 
under  field  cornets,  commanders,  and  the  General. 
But  they  openly  boast  that  on  the  field  the 
authority  and  direction  of  officers  do  not  count  for 
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much,  and  they  go  pretty  much  as  they  please. 
The  camp,  though  not  in  the  least  disorderly,  was 
confused  and  irregular — stores,  firewood,  horses, 
cattle,  and  tents  strewn  about  the  enormous  veldt, 
almost  haphazard,  though  the  districts  were  kept 
fairly  well  separate.  Provisions  were  plenty,  but 
the  cooking  was  bad.  It  took  three  days  to  get 
bread  made,  and  some  detachments  had  to  eat 
their  meat  raw.  I  think  there  were  not  more  than 
10,000  or  less  than  7,000  men  in  the  camp  at  that 
time,  but  the  commandeered  trains  crawled  up 
every  two  or  three  hours  with  their  new  loads. 

By  a  piece  of  good  fortune  we  succeeded  in 
crossing  the  frontier  in  an  open  coal-truck.  The 
border-line  runs  about  six  miles  north  of  Majuba 
and  Laing's  Nek,  the  last  Boer  village  being 
Volksrust,  and  Charlestown  the  first  English. 
The  scenery  changes  rapidly  ;  the  high,  bare 
veldt  of  the  Southern  Transvaal  is  at  once  left 
behind,  and  we  enter  the  broad  valley  of  Natal, 
sloping  steadily  down  to  the  sea  and  becoming 
richer  and  more  tropical  as  it  descends.  All 
regular  traffic  had  stopped  three  days  before,  but 
now  and  then  a  refugee  train  came  up  to  the 
frontier  and  transhipped  its  miserable  crowd. 
Fugitives  of  every  nation  have  been  hurrying  to 
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the  railway  in  hopes  of  escape.  The  stations  far 
down  into  Natal  arc  constantly  surrounded  with 
patient  groups,  waiting,  waiting  for  an  empty 
truck.  Hindoos  from  Bombay  and  Madras  with 
their  golden  nose-rings  and  brilliant  silks  sit  day 
and  night  waiting  side  by  side  with  coal-black 
Kaffirs  in  their  blankets,  or  "  blue-blooded  "  Zulus 
who  refuse  to  hide  much  of  their  deep  chocolate 
skin,  showing  a  kind  of  purple  bloom  like  a  plum. 
The  patient  indifference  with  which  these  savages 
will  sit  unmoved  through  any  fortune  and  let  time 
run  over  them,  is  almost  like  the  solemn  calm  of 
nature's  own  laws.  The  whites  are  restless  and 
probably  suffer  more.  Many  were  in  extreme 
misery.  Three  or  four  young  children  died  on 
the  journey.  One  poor  woman  became  a  mother 
in  the  train  just  after  the  frontier,  and  died,  leaving 
the  baby  alive.  At  the  border  I  found  many 
English  and  Scotch  families,  who  had  driven 
across  the  veldt  from  Ermelo,  surrendering  all 
their  possessions.  All  spoke  of  the  good  treat- 
ment the  Boers  had  shown  them  on  the  journey, 
even  when  the  waggon  had  outspanned  for  the 
night  close  to  the  Boer  camp.  I  came  down  to 
Newcastle  with  a  Caithness  stonemason  and  his 
family.     They  had  lost  house,  home,  and   liveli- 
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hood.  They  had  even  abandoned  their  horses 
and  waggon  on  the  veldt.  The  woman  regretted 
her  piano,  but  what  really  touched  her  most  was 
that  she  had  to  wash  her  baby  in  cold  water  at 
the  lavatory  basin,  and  he  had  always  been 
accustomed  to  warm.  So  we  stand  on  the  perilous 
edge  and  suffer  variously. 


CHAPTER    II 

AT   THE    BRITISH    FRONT 

Ladysmith,  Natal, 

Wednesday,  October  1 1 ,  1 899. 

LADYSMITH  breathes  freely  to-day,  but  a 
week  ago  she  seemed  likely  to  become 
another  Lucknow.  Of  line  battalions  only  the 
Liverpools  were  here,  besides  two  batteries  of  field 
artillery,  some  of  the  i8th  Hussars,  and  the  5th 
Lancers,  If  Kruger  or  Joubert  had  then  allowed 
the  Boers  encamped  on  the  Free  State  border  to 
have  their  own  way,  no  one  can  say  what  might 
have  happened.  Our  force  would  have  been  out- 
numbered at  least  four  to  one,  and  probably  more. 
In  event  of  disaster  the  Boers  would  have  seized 
an  immense  quantity  of  military  stores  accumu- 
lated in  the  camp,  and  at  the  railway  station. 
What  is  worse,  they  would  have  isolated  the  still 
smaller  force  lately  thrown    forward    to   Dundee, 
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so  as  to  break  the  strong  defensive  position  of  the 
Biggarsberg,  which  cuts  off  the  north  of  Natal, 
and  can  only  be  traversed  by  three  difficult  passes. 
Dundee  was  just  as  much  threatened  from  the 
east  frontier  beyond  the  Buffalo  River,  where  the 
Transvaal  Boers  of  the  Utrecht  and  Vryheid 
district  have  been  mustered  in  strong  force  for 
nearly  a  fortnight  now.  With  our  two  advanced 
posts  "  lapped  up "  (the  phrase  is  a  little  musty 
here),  our  stores  lost,  and  our  reputation  among 
the  Dutch  and  native  populations  entirely  ruined, 
the  campaign  would  have  begun  badly. 

For  the  Boers  it  was  a  fine  strategic  opportunity, 
and  they  were  perfectly  aware  of  that.  But  "  the 
Old  Man,"  as  they  affectionately  call  the  President, 
had  his  own  prudent  reasons  for  refusing  it. 
"  Let  the  enemy  fire  first,"  he  says,  like  the  famous 
Frenchman,  and  so  far  he  has  been  able  to  hold 
the  most  ardent  of  the  encamped  burghers  in 
check.  "  If  he  should  not  be  able ! "  we  kept 
saying.  We  still  say  it  morning  and  evening,  but 
the  pinch  of  the  danger  is  passed.  Last  Thursday 
night  the  ist  Devons  and  the  19th  Hussars  began 
to  arrive  and  the  crisis  ended.  Yesterday  before 
daybreak  half  the  Gordons  came.  We  have  now 
a  mountain  battery  and  three   batteries  of  field 
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artillery,  the  19th  Hussars  (the  i8th  having  gone 
forward  to  Dundee),  besides  the  5th  Lancers  (the 
"Irish  Lancers"),  who  are  in  faultless  condition, 
and  a  considerable  mixed  force  of  the  Natal 
Volunteers.  Of  these  last,  the  Carbineers  are 
perhaps  the  best,  and  generally  serve  as  scouts 
towards  the  Free  State  frontier.  lUit  all  have 
good  repute  as  horsemen,  marksmen,  and  guides, 
and  at  present  they  are  the  force  which  the  Boers 
fear  most.  They  are  split  up  into  several  detach- 
ments— the  Border  Mounted  Rifles,  the  Natal 
Mounted  Rifles  (from  Durban),  the  Imperial  Light 
Horse,  the  Natal  Police,  and  the  Umvoti  Mounted 
Rifles,  who  are  chiefly  Dutch.  Then  of  infantry 
there  are  the  Natal  Royal  Rifles  (only  about  1 50 
strong),  the  Durban  Light  Infantry,  and  the  Natal 
Field  Artillery.  As  far  as  I  can  estimate,  the 
total  Natal  Volunteer  force  will  not  exceed  2,000, 
but  they  are  well  armed,  are  accustomed  to  the 
Boer  method  of  warfare,  and  will  be  watched 
with  interest.  Unhappily,  many  of  them  here  are 
already  suffering  from  the  change  of  life  and  food 
in  camp.  That  is  inevitable  when  volunteers  first 
take  the  field. 

But  Ladysmith  has  an  evil  reputation  besides. 
Last  year   the   troops  here  were  prostrated  with 
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enteric.  There  is  a  little  fever  and  a  good  deal  of 
dysentery  even  now  among  the  regulars.  The 
stream  by  the  camp  is  condemned,  and  all  water  is 
supplied  in  tiny  rations  from  pumps.  The  main 
permanent  camp  is  built  of  corrugated  iron, 
practically  the  sole  building  material  in  South 
Africa,  and  quite  universal  for  roofs,  so  that  the 
country  has  few  "  architectural  features  "  to  boast 
of.  The  cavalry  are  quartered  in  the  tin  huts,  but 
the  Liverpools,  Devons,  Gordons,  and  Volunteers 
have  pitched  their  own  tents,  and  a  terrible  time 
they  are  having  of  it.  Dust  is  the  curse  of  the 
place.  We  remember  the  Long  Valley  as  an 
Arcadian  dell.  Veterans  of  the  Soudan  recall  the 
black  sand-storms  with  regretful  sighs.  The  thin, 
red  dust  comes  everywhere,  and  never  stops.  It 
blinds  your  eyes,  it  stops  your  nose,  it  scorches 
your  throat  till  the  invariable  shilling  for  a  little 
glass  of  any  liquid  seems  cheap  as  dirt.  It  turns 
the  whitest  shirt  brown  in  half  an  hour,  it  creeps 
into  the  works  of  your  watch  and  your  bowels.  It 
lies  in  a  layer  mixed  with  flies  on  the  top  of  your 
rations.  The  white  ants  eat  away  the  flaps  of  the 
tents,  and  the  men  wake  up  covered  with  dust,  like 
children  in  a  hayfield.  Even  mules  die  of  it  in 
convulsions.     It  was  in  this  land  that  the  ostrich 


MAP   OF   LADYSMITll    AND    NKIGH  tiOL'RHCOO 


AT  THE    BRITISH    FRONT  13 

developed   its  world-renowned    digestive    powers ; 
and  no  wonder. 

The  cam[)  stands  on  a  barren  i)lain,  nearly  two 
miles  north-west  of  the  town — if  wc  may  so  call 
the  one  straight  road  of  stores  and  tin-roofed 
bungalows.  Low,  flat-topped  hills  surround  it, 
bare  and  rock}-.  But  to  understand  the  country  it 
is  best  to  climb  into  the  mountains  of  the  long 
Drakensberg,  which  forms  the  Free  State  frontier 
in  a  series  of  strangely  jagged  and  precipitous 
peaks,  and  at  one  place,  by  the  junction  with 
Basutoland,  runs  up  to  11,000  feet.  Last  Sunday 
I  went  into  the  Free  State  through  Van  Reenen's 
Pass,  over  which  a  little  railway  has  been  carried 
by  zigzag  "  reverses."  The  summit  is  5,500  feet 
above  the  sea,  or  nearly  2,000  feet  above  Lady- 
smith.  From  the  steep  slopes,  in  places  almost  as 
green  as  the  Lowlands  or  Yorkshire  fells,  I  looked 
south-east  far  over  Natal — a  parched,  brown  land 
like  the  desert  beyond  the  Dead  Sea,  dusty  bits  of 
plain  broken  up  by  line  upon  line  of  bare  red 
mountain.  It  seemed  a  poor  country  to  make  a 
fuss  about,  yet  as  South  Africa  goes,  it  is  rich  and 
even  fertile  in  its  way.  Indeed,  on  the  reddest 
granite  mountain  one  never  fails  to  find  multitudes 
of  flowering  plants  and  pasturage  for  thinnish  sheep. 
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Across  the  main  range,  Van  Reenen's  is  the  largest 
and  best  known  pass.  The  old  farmer  who  gave  it 
the  name  is  living  there  still  and  bitterly  laments 
the  chance  of  war.  But  there  are  other  passes  too, 
any  of  which  may  suddenly  become  famous  now — 
Olivier's  Hoek,  near  the  gigantic  Mont  aux 
Sources,  Bezuidenhaut,  Netherby,  Tintwa,  and 
(north  of  Van  Reenen's)  De  Beer's  Pass,  Cundy- 
cleugh,  Muller's,  and  Botha's,  beyond  which  the 
range  ends  with  the  frontier  at  Majuba.  Three  or 
four  of  these  passes  are  crossed  by  waggon  roads, 
but  Van  Reenen's  has  the  only  railway.  The 
frontier,  marked  by  a  barbed  wire  fence  across  the 
summit  of  the  pass,  must  be  nearly  forty  miles  from 
Ladysmith,  but  from  the  cliffs  above  it,  the  little 
British  camp  can  be  seen  like  a  toy  through  this 
clear  African  air,  and  Boer  sentries  watch  it  all 
day,  ready  to  signal  the  least  movement  of  its 
troops,  betrayed  by  the  dust.  Their  own  main 
force  is  distributed  in  camps  along  the  hills  well 
beyond  the  nine-miles'  limit  ordained  by  the 
Convention.  The  largest  camp  is  said  to  be 
further  north  at  Nelson's  Kop,  but  all  the  camps 
are  very  well  hidden,  though  in  one  place  I  saw 
about  5CXD  of  the  horses  trying  to  graze.  The 
rains  are  late,  and  the  grass  on  the  high  plateau 
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of  the  Free  State  is  not  so  good  as  on  the  Natal 
slopes  of  the  pass.  The  Boer  commandoes  suffer 
much  from  want  of  it.  When  all  your  army 
consists  of  mounted  infantry,  forage  counts  next 
to  food. 

At  present  the  Van  Reenen  Railway  ends  at 
Harrismith,  an  arid  but  cheerful  little  town  at  the 
foot  of  the  great  cliffs  of  the  Plaatburg.  It  boasts 
its  racecourse,  golf-links,  musical  society,  and  some 
acquaintance  with  the  German  poets.  The  Scotch 
made  it  their  own,  though  a  few  Dutch,  English, 
and  other  foreigners  were  allowed  to  remain  on 
sufferance.  Now  unhappily  the  place  is  almost 
deserted,  and  Burns  himself  would  hardly  find  a 
welcome  there.  In  the  Free  State  every  resident 
may  be  commandeered,  and  I  believe  forty-eight 
hours  counts  as  "residence."  You .  see  the  ad- 
vantage of  an  extended  franchise.  The  penalty 
for  escape  is  confiscation  of  property,  and  five 
years'  imprisonment  or  ^^^500  fine,  if  caught.  The 
few  British  who  remained  have  had  all  their  horses, 
carts,  and  supplies  taken.  Some  are  set  to  serve 
the  ambulance ;  a  few  will  be  sent  to  watch 
Basutoland  ;  but  most  of  them  have  abandoned 
their  property  and  risked  the  escape  to  Natal, 
slipping  down  the  railway  under  bales  or  built  up 
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in  the  luggage  vans  like  nuns  in  a  brick  wall.  In 
one  case  the  Boers  commandeered  three  wool 
trucks  on  the  frontier.  Those  trucks  were  shunted 
on  to  a  siding  for  the  night,  and  in  the  morning  the 
wool  looked  strangely  shrunk  somehow.  Yet  it 
was  not  wool  that  had  been  taken  out  and  smuggled 
through  by  the  next  train.  For  Scot  helps  Scot, 
and  it  is  Scots  who  work  the  railway.  It  pays  to 
be  a  Scot  out  here.  I  have  only  met  one  Irishman, 
and  he  was  unhappy. 

But  for  the  grotesque  side  of  refugee  unhappiness 
one  should  see  the  native  train  which  comes  down 
every  night  from  Newcastle  way,  and  disappears 
towards  Maritzburg  and  safety.  Native  workers 
of  every  kind — servants,  labourers,  miners — are 
throwing  up  their  places  and  rushing  towards  the 
sea.  The  few  who  can  speak  English  say,  "  Too 
plenty  bom-bom  ! "  as  sufficient  explanation  of 
their  panic.  The  Government  has  now  fitted  the 
open  trucks  with  cross-seats  and  side-bars  for  their 
convenience,  and  so,  hardly  visible  in  the  darkness, 
the  black  crowd  rolls  up  to  the  platform.  Instantly 
black  hands  with  pinkish  palms  are  thrust  through 
all  the  bars,  as  in  a  monkey-house.  Black  heads 
jabber  and  click  with  excitement.  White  teeth 
suddenly  appear  from  nowhere.     It  is  for  bread 
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and  tin-meats  they  clamour,  and  they  are  willing 
to  pa}'.  But  a  loaf  costs  a  shilling.  Everything 
costs  a  shilling  here,  unless  it  costs  half-a-cro\vn  ; 
and  Natal  grows  fat  on  war.  A  shilling  for  a  bit 
of  bread  !  What  is  the  good  of  Christianity  ?  So 
the  dusky  hands  are  withdrawn,  and  the  poor  Zulu 
with  untutored  maw  goes  starving  on.  But  if  any 
still  doubt  our  primitive  ancestry,  let  them  hear 
that  Zulu's  outcries  of  pain,  or  watch  the  fortunate 
man  who  has  really  got  a  loaf,  and  gripping  it  with 
both  hands,  gnaws  it  in  his  corner,  turning  his 
suspicious  eyes  to  right  and  left  with  fear. 

The  air  is  full  of  wild  rumours.  A  boy  riding 
over  Laing's  Nek  saw  1,000  armed  Boers  feeding 
their  horses  on  Manning's  farm.  The  Boers  have 
been  seen  at  a  Dutch  settlement  this  side  Van 
Reenen's.  Yesterday  a  section  of  the  Gordons  on 
their  arrival  were  sent  up  to  look  at  them  in  an 
armoured  train.  It  is  thought  that  war  will  be 
proclaimed  to-day.  That  has  been  thought  every 
day  for  a  fortnight  past,  and  the  land  buzzes  with 
lies  which  may  at  any  moment  be  true. 

Half  the  Manchesters  have  just  marched  in  to 
trumpet  and  drum.     When  I  think  of  those  ragged 
camps  of  peasants  just  over  the  border  the  pomp 
and  circumstance  seem  all  on  one  side, 
c 
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Friday^  October  13,  1899. 
So  it  has  begun  at  last,  for  good  or  evil.  Here 
we  think  it  began  yesterday,  just  at  the  very 
moment  when  Sir  George  White  arrived.  Late 
at  night  scouts  brought  news  of  masses  of  Boers 
crossing  the  Tintwa  Pass,  and  going  into  laager 
with  their  waggons  only  fifteen  miles  away  to  the 
west.  The  men  stood  to  their  arms,  and  long 
before  light  we  were  marching  steadily  forward 
along  the  Van  Reenen  road.  First  came  the 
Liverpools,  then  the  three  batteries  of  Field 
Artillery  with  a  mountain  battery,  then  the 
Devons  and  the  Gordons.  The  Manchesters 
acted  as  rear-guard,  and  the  Dublin  Fusiliers, 
who  were  hurried  down  from  Dundee  by  train, 
came  late,  and  then  were  hurried  back  again. 
The  column  took  all  its  stores  and  forage  for 
five  days  in  a  train  of  waggons  (horses,  mules,  and 
oxen)  about  two  miles  long.  When  day  broke  we 
saw  the  great  mountains  on  the  Basuto  border, 
gleaming  with  snow  like  the  Alps.  Far  in  front 
the  cavalry — the  5th  Lancers  and  19th  Hussars 
with  the  Natal  Volunteers — were  sweeping  over 
the  patches  of  plain  and  struggling  up  the  hills 
in  search  of  that  reported  laager.  But  not  a  Boer 
of  it   was   to   be   seen.     At  nine  o'clock,  having 
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advanced  eight  or  nine  miles,  the  whole  column 
took  up  a  stroni;  position,  with  all  its  bac^gage 
and  train  in  faultless  order,  and  went  to  sleep. 
About  one  we  began  to  return,  and  now  just  as 
the  mail  goes,  we  are  all  back  again  in  camp 
for  tea.  And  so  ends  the  first  day  of  active 
hostilities. 


CHAPTER  III 

THE   FIRST   week's   WAR 

•  Ladysmith, 
Thursday,  October  19,  1899. 

IT  is  a  week  to-day  since  the  Boers  of  the 
Transvaal  and  Free  State  began  their  com- 
bined invasion  of  Natal.  So  far  all  action  has 
been  on  their  side.  They  have  crept  down  the 
passes  with  their  waggons  and  half- organised 
bands  of  mounted  infantry,  and  have  now  ad- 
vanced within  a  short  day's  march  of  the  two 
main  British  positions  which  protect  the  whole 
colony.  It  will  be  seen  on  a  map  that  North 
Natal  forms  a  fairly  regular  isoceles  triangle, 
having  Charlestown,  Majuba,  and  Laing's  Nek 
at  the  apex,  the  Drakensberg  range  separating 
it  from  the  Free  State  on  the  one  side,  and  the 
Buffalo  River  with  its  lower  hills  separating  it 
from  the  Transvaal  on  the  other.     A  base  may 
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be  drawn  a  few  miles  below  Ladysmith — say,  from 
Oliver's  Hoek  Pass  in  the  Drakensberg  to  the 
union  of  the  Tugela  River  with  the  Buffalo, 
Newcastle  will  then  lie  about  thirty  miles  from 
the  apex  of  the  triangle,  nearly  equi-distant  from 
both  sides.  Dundee  is  about  twelve  miles  from  the 
middle  point  of  the  right  side,  and  Ladysmith 
about  the  same  distance  from  the  middle  point 
of  the  base.  Evidently  a  "  tight  place "  for  a 
comparatively  small  force  when  the  frontiers  to 
right  and  left  are  openly  hostile  and  can  pour 
large  bodies  of  men  through  all  the  passes  in  the 
sides  and  apex  at  will.  That  is  exactly  what  the 
Boers  have  spent  the  week  in  doing,  and  they  have 
shown  considerable  skill  in  the  process.  They 
have  occupied  Charlestown,  Newcastle,  and  all  the 
north  of  Natal  almost  to  within  reach  of  the  guns 
at  Dundee  on  the  west  and  Ladysmith  on  the  east 
and  centre.  Yet  as  far  as  I  can  judge  they  have 
hardly  lost  a  man,  whereas  they  have  gained  an 
immense  amount  of  stores,  food  and  forage,  which 
were  exactly  the  things  they  wanted.  "  Slim 
Piet "  is  the  universal  nickname  for  old  Joubert 
among  friends  and  enemies  alike,  and  so  far  he 
has  well  deserved  it.  P'or  the  Dutch  "  slim " 
stands  half  way  between  the  German  "  schlimm  " 
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and  our  description  of  young  girls,  and  it  means 
exactly  what  the  Cockney  means  by  "  artful." 
Artful  Piet  has  managed  well.  He  has  given  the 
Boers  an  appearance  of  triumph.  Their  flag  waves 
where  the  English  flag  waved  before.  The  effect 
on  the  native  mind,  and  on  the  spirits  of  his  men 
is  greater  than  people  in  England  probably  think. 
Before  the  war  the  young  Boers  said  they  would 
be  in  Durban  in  a  month,  and  the  Kaffirs  half 
believed  it.  Well,  they  have  got  nearly  a  third 
of  the  way  in  a  week. 

But  to-day  they  are  brought  within  touch  of 
British  arms,  and  the  question  is  whether  they 
will  get  any  further.  So  far  they  have  been  un- 
opposed. Their  triumphs  have  been  the  bloodless 
capture  of  a  passenger  train,  the  capture  of  a  few 
police,  and  the  driving  in  of  patrols  who  had  strict 
orders  to  retire.  So  far  we  have  sought  only  to 
draw  them  on.  But  here  and  at  Dundee  we  must 
make  a  stand,  and  all  yesterday  and  this  morning 
we  have  thought  only  of  one  question  :  Will  they 
venture  to  come  on  ?  They  have  numbers  on 
their  side  —  an  advantage  certainly  of  three  to 
one,  possibly  more.  The  rough  country  with  its 
rocky  flat-topped  lines  of  hill  is  just  suited  for 
their  method  of  warfare — to  lie  behind  stones  and 
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take  careful  shots  at  any  one  in  range.  Besides, 
if  they  are  to  do  anything,  they  know  they  must 
be  quick.  The  Basutos  are  chanting  their  war- 
song  on  the  Free  State  frontier.  The  British 
reinforcements  are  coming,  and  all  irregulars  have 
a  tendency  to  melt  away  if  you  keep  them  waiting. 
But  on  the  other  hand  it  is  against  Boer  tradition 
to  attack,  especially  entrenched  positions.  Their 
artillery  is  probably  far  inferior  to  ours  in  training 
and  skill,  and  they  don't  like  artillery  in  any  case. 
Nor  do  they  like  the  thought  of  Lancers  and 
Hussars  sweeping  down  upon  their  flanks 
wherever  a  little  bit  of  plain  has  to  be  crossed. 
So  the  chances  of  attack  seem  about  equally 
balanced,  and  only  the  days  can  answer  that 
one  question  of  ours  :  Will  they  come  on  ? 

Yesterday  it  seemed  as  though  they  were  coming. 
The  advance  of  two  main  columns  from  the  passes 
in  the  north-west  had  been  fairly  steady  ;  and  last 
night  our  outposts  of  the  Natal  Carbineers  were 
engaged,  as  the  5th  Lancers  had  been  the  night 
before.  Heavy  firing  was  reported  at  any  distance ' 
short  of  fifteen  miles.  There  was  no  panic.  The 
few  ladies  who  remain  went  riding  or  cycling  along 
the  dusty,  blazing  road  which  makes  the  town. 
The  Zulu  women    in   blankets   and  beads  walked 
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in  single  file  with  the  little  black  heads  of  babies 
peering  out  between  their  shoulder-blades,  and 
roasting  in  the  sun.  Huge  waggon -loads  of  stores 
— compressed  forage,  compressed  beef,  jam,  water- 
proof sheets,  ammunition,  oil,  blankets,  sardines, 
and  all  the  other  necessaries  of  a  soldier's  existence 
• — came  lumbering  up  from  the  station  behind  the 
long  files  of  oxen  urged  slowly  forward  by  savage 
outcries  and  lashes  of  hide.  Orderlies  were  gallop- 
ing in  the  joy  of  their  hearts.  The  band  of  the 
Gloucesters  w^ere  practising  scales  in  unison  to 
slow  time.  Suddenly  a  kind  of  feeling  came  into 
the  air  that  something  was  happening.  I  noticed 
the  waggon  stopped  ;  the  oxen  at  once  lay  down 
in  the  dust ;  the  music  ceased  and  was  packed 
away.  I  met  the  Gordons  coming  into  town  and 
asking  for  their  ground.  Riding  up  the  mile  or 
two  to  camp,  I  found  the  whole  dusty  plateau 
astir.  Tents  were  melting  away  like  snow.  Kits 
lay  all  naked  and  revealed  upon  the  earth.  The 
men  were  falling  in.  The  waggons  were  going 
the  wrong  way  round.  The  very  headquarters  and 
staff  were  being  cleared  out.  The  whole  camp 
was,  in  fact,  in  motion.  It  was  coming  down  into 
the  town.  In  a  few  hours  the  familiar  place  was 
bare  and  deserted.     I  went  up  this  morning  and 
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stood  on  Signal  Hill  where  the  heliograph  was 
working  yesterday,  just  above  the  camp.  The 
whole  plain  was  a  wilderness.  Straw  and  paper 
possessed  it  merely,  except  that  here  and  there  a 
destitute  Kaffir  groped  among  the  debris  in  hopes 
of  finding  a  shiny  tin  pot  for  his  furniture  or  some 
rag  of  old  uniform  to  harmonise  with  his  savage 
dress.  In  one  corner  of  the  empty  iron  huts  a 
few  of  the  cavalry  were  still  tr)'ing  to  carry  off 
some  remnants  of  forage.  It  was  a  pitiful  sight, 
and  yet  the  rapidity  of  the  change  was  impres- 
sive. If  the  Boers  came  in,  they  would  find 
those  tin  huts  very  luxurious  after  their  accus- 
tomed bivouacs.  Is  it  possible  that  tin  huts  might 
be  their  Capua? 

The  camp  was  thought  incapable  of  defence. 
Artillery  could  command  it  from  half  a  dozen 
hills.  Whoever  placed  it  there  was  neither  strate- 
gist nor  humanitarian.  It  is  like  the  bottom  of 
a  frying-pan  with  a  low  rim.  The  fire  is  hot,  and 
sand  is  frying.  But,  indeed,  the  whole  of  Lady- 
smith  is  like  that.  The  flat-topped  hills  stand 
round  it  reflecting  the  heat,  and  in  the  middle  we 
are  now  all  frying  together,  with  sand  for  seasoning. 
The  main  ambulance  is  on  the  cricket  ground- 
The  battalion  tents  are  pitched  among  the  rocks  or 
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by  the  river  side,  where  Kaffirs  bathe  more  often 
and  completely  than  you  would  otherwise  suppose. 
The  river  water,  by  the  way,  is  a  muddy  yellow 
now  and  leaves  a  deep  deposit  of  Afric's  golden 
sand  in  your  glass  or  basin.  The  headquarters 
staff  has  seized  upon  two  empty  houses,  and  can 
dine  in  peace.  The  street  is  one  yelling  chaos  of 
oxen  in  waggons  and  oxen  loose,  galloping  horses, 
sheep,  ammunition  mules,  savages,  cycles,  and  the 
British  soldier.  He,  be  sure,  preserves  his  wonted 
calm,  adapts  himself  to  oxen  as  naturally  as  to 
camels,  puts  in  a  little  football  when  he  can, 
practises  alliteration's  artful  aid  upon  the  name 
of  the  Boers,  and  trusts  to  his  orders  to  pull  him 
through.  His  orders  are  likely  to  be  all  right  now, 
for  Colonel  Ward  has  just  been  put  in  command 
of  the  whole  town,  and  already  I  notice  a  method 
in  the  oxen,  to  say  nothing  of  the  mules.  What 
is  it  all  but  a  huge  military  tournament  to  be 
pulled  together,  and  got  up  to  time? 

This  morning  most  people  expected  the  attack 
would  begin.  I  rode  five  miles  out  before  break- 
fast to  see  what  might  be  seen,  but  there  were  only 
a  few  Lancers  pricking  about  by  threes,  and  never 
a  Boer  or  any  such  thing.  So  we  have  waited  all 
day,  and  nothing  has  happened  till  this  afternoon 
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the  rumour  comes  with  authority  that  a  train  has 
been  captured  at  I'^lands  Laagte,  about  sixteen 
miles  on  the  way  to  Dundee.  The  railway  stopped 
running  trains  be\'ond  there  j'csterday,  and  had 
better  have  stopped  altogether.  Anyhow,  the 
line  of  communication  between  us  and  the  splendid 
little  brigade  at  Dundee  is  broken  now.  Dundee 
is  pretty  nearly  fifty  miles  N.N.E.  of  this.  The 
camp  is  happily  on  a  stronger  position  than  ours, 
and  not  mixed  up  with  the  town.  But  at  present  it 
is  practically  besieged,  and  no  one  can  say  how  long 
the  siege  of  Ladysmith  also  will  be  delayed.  For 
the  moment,  it  seems  just  possible  that  the  great 
force,  which  we  vaguely  hear  is  coming  out  from 
England  (all  English  news  is  hopelessly  vague), 
will  have  to  send  the  bulk  of  its  troops  to  fight  up 
Natal  for  our  relief.  But  the  south  of  Natal  having 
few  rocks  is  not  suited  for  Boer  warfare.  When 
the  Boers  boasted  they  were  coming  to  Durban, 
a  wit  replied  :  "  Then  you  will  have  to  bring  the 
stones  with  you."  F^or  a  Boer  much  prefers  to 
have  a  comforting  stone  in  front  of  him  in  the  day 
of  battle.  In  these  districts  every  hill  is  for  him  a 
natural  fortress.  His  hope  is  that  we  shall  venture 
into  the  mountains;  ours  that  he  will  venture  down 
to  the  plains.     So  far  hope's   flattery  has  kept  us 
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fairly  well  apart.  The  day  after  to-morrow  is  now 
fixed  by  popular  judgment  for  battle  and  attack. 
But  only  one  thing  is  certain  :  we  can  stand  still 
if  we  choose,  and  the  Boers  cannot. 

To  be  under  martial  law,  as  we  now  are,  does 
not  make  much  difference  to  the  ordinary  man, 
but  to  the  ordinary  criminal  it  appears  slightly 
advantageous.  For  his  case  is  very  likely  to  be 
overlooked  in  the  press  of  military  offences,  and 
it  is  doubtful  if  any  civil  suits  can  be  brought.  At 
all  events,  a  legal  quarrel  I  had  with  a  farmer 
about  some  horses  has  vanished  into  thin  air ;  and 
so,  indeed,  have  the  horses.  The  worst  offenders 
now  are  possible  spies.  A  few  Dutch  have  been 
arrested,  but  the  commonest  cases  are  out-of-work 
Kaffirs,  who  are  wandering  in  swarms  over  the 
country,  coming  down  from  Johannesburg  and  the 
collieries,  and  naturally  finding  it  rather  hard  to 
give  account  of  themselves.  The  peculiarity  of  the 
trials  which  I  have  attended  has  been  that  if  a 
Kaffir  could  give  the  name  of  his  father  it  was 
taken  as  a  sufficient  guarantee  of  respectability^ 
With  one  miserable  Bushman,  for  instance — a 
-child's  caricature  of  man — it  was  really  going  hard 
till  at  last  he  managed  to  explain  that  his  father's 
name  was  Nicodemus   Africa,  and  then  every  one 
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looked   satisfied,  and   he   left  the  court  without  a 
stain  upon  his  character. 

So  we  live  from  day  to  day.  The  air  is  full  of 
rumours.  One  can  see  them  grow  along  the  street. 
One  traces  them  down.  Perhaps  one  finds  an 
atom  of  truth  somewhere  at  the  root  of  them. 
One  puts  that  atom  into  a  telegram.  The  military 
censor  cuts  it  out  with  unfailing  politeness,  and  a 
good  day's  work  is  done.  Heat,  dust,  and  a  weekly 
deluge  with  stupendous  thunder  complete  the 
scene. 


CHAPTER    IV 

BATTLE   OF   ELANDS   LAAGTE 

Ladysmith,  October  22,  1899. 

IT  was  a  fair  morning  yesterday,  cool  after  rain, 
the  thin  clouds  sometimes  letting  the  sun 
look  through.  At  half-past  ten  I  was  some  six 
or  seven  miles  out  along  the  Newcastle  road — 
a  road  in  these  parts  being  merely  a  worn  track 
over  the  open  veldt,  distinguishable  only  by  the 
ruts  and  mud.  Close  on  the  left  were  high  and 
shapely  hills,  like  Welsh  mountains,  but  on  the 
right  the  country  was  more  open.  A  Mr.  Malcolm's 
farm  stood  in  the  middle  of  a  waving  plain,  with  a 
few  fields,  aloe  hedges,  and  poplars.  The  kraal  of 
his  Kaffir  labourers  was  near  it,  and  about  a  mile 
away  the  plain  ended  in  a  low  ridge  of  rocky 
"  kopjes,"  which  ran  to  join  the  mountainous 
ground  on  the  left  at  a  kind  of  "  nek  "  or  low  pass 
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over  which  the  railway  runs.  Beyond  that  low 
ridge  lay  Elands  Laagte,  an  important  railway 
station  with  a  few  collieries  close  by,  a  store,  a 
hotel,  and  some  houses. 

The  Boers  had  occupied  it  two  days  before, 
had  captured  a  train  there,  and  torn  up  the 
rail  in  two  places,  making  a  number  of  prisoners 
and  seizing  i(X)  head  of  cattle  and  quantities  of 
other  private  stores  and  the  luggage  going  to 
Dundee.  Early  in  the  morning  we  had  gone 
out  with  four  companies  of  the  Manchesters  in 
an  armoured  train  with  an  ordinary  train  behind 
it,  a  battery  of  Natal  Field  Artillery,  and  the 
Imperial  Light  Horse  under  Colonel  Scott 
Chisholmc,  to  reconnoitre  with  a  view  to  repairing 
the  line.  They  seized  the  station  and  released 
a  number  of  prisoners,  but  were  compelled  to 
withdraw  by  three  heavy  Nordenfeldt  guns,  which 
the  Boers  had  posted  on  a  hill  about  3,500  yards 
beyond  the  station.  At  half-past  ten  they  had 
reached  the  point  I  describe,  and  were  very  slowly 
coming  back  towards  Ladysmith,  the  trains 
moving  backwards,  and  the  cavalry  walking  on 
each  side  the  line.  The  point  is  called  Modder's 
Spruit,  from  some  early  Dutchman,  and  there  is 
a  little  station  there,  the  first  out  from  Ladysmith 
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town.  At  that  moment  another  train  was  seen 
coming  up  with  the  ist  Devons,  and  within  an 
hour  a  fourth  arrived  with  five  companies  of  the 
Gordons.  The  42nd  Field  Battery  then  came, 
and  the  21st  later  ;  the  5th  Lancers  with  a  few  5th 
Dragoon  Guards,  and  a  large  contingent  of  Natal 
mounted  volunteers.  That  was  our  force.  It  took 
up  a  strong  and  fairly  concealed  position  behind  a 
rise  in  the  road  to  the  left  of  the  railway  and 
waited.  Meantime  the  Boer  scouts  crept  along 
that  rocky  ridge  on  our  right  front  and  down 
into  the  plain,  firing  into  us  at  long  range,  quite 
without  effect. 

At  half-past  one  General  French,  who  had  taken 
command,  sent  out  a  few  Lancers  to  watch  our 
left,  and  a  large  force  of  mixed  cavalry  to  the 
right.  By  a  long  circuit  these  swept  up  the  whole 
length  of  the  ridge  and  cleared  out  the  Boer  sharp- 
shooters, who  could  be  seen  galloping  away  over 
the  top.  The  infantry  then  detrained  and  advanced 
across  the  plain  and  up  the  ridge  in  extended 
order,  half  a  battery  meantime  driving  out  a  small 
Boer  party,  which  was  firing  upon  our  Lancers  on 
our  left. 

When  we  reached  the  top  of  that  long  ridge,  we 
found    it   broad    as   well   as   long,   and   we   were 
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moving  rapidly  across  it  when,  with  the  usual 
whirr  and  crash  and  scream,  one  of  the  enemy's 
big  shells  fell  in  the  midst  of  our  right  centre, 
killing  two  horses  at  a  gun.  It  was  at  once 
followed  by  another,  and  a  dozen  or  two  more. 
They  had  our  range  exactly,  and  the  art  of 
knowing  what  was  going  on  behind  the  hill,  but 
though  the  shells  burst  all  right  and  hot  fragments 
or  bullets  went  shrieking  through  the  midst  of 
us,  I  did  not  see  anything  but  horses  actually 
struck.  I  think  six  or  seven  horses  were  killed 
at  that  place,  and  later  on  I  heard  of  a  bugler 
having  his  head  cut  off,  and  two  or  three  others 
killed  by  shell,  but  otherwise  I  believe  the  artillery 
did  us  no  damage,  though  to  most  men  it  is  more 
terrifying  than  rifle  fire.  When  we  reached  the 
edge  of  the  ridge  we  looked  across  a  broad  low 
valley,  with  one  small  wave  in  it,  to  the  enemy's 
main  position  on  some  rocky  hills  nearly  4,000 
yards  away.  The  place  was  very  strong  and  well 
chosen. 

Opposite  our  right  ran  a  long  high  ridge  covered 
with  rocks  and  leading  up  to  a  rocky  plateau. 
In  their  centre  was  a  pointed  hill,  at  the  foot  of 
which  stood  their  camp,  with  tents  and  waggons. 
Opposite  our  left  was  a  small  detached  kopje,  and 
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beyond  that  a  fairly  flat  plain,  with  a  river  running 
through  it,  and  the  railway  beyond  Elands  Laagte 
Station.  Their  three  guns  stood  on  the  rocky 
ridge  to  our  right  of  their  camp — two  together 
half-way  down,  one  a  little  higher  up.  Flash — 
flash — they  went,  and  then  came  the  whirr,  the 
crash,  and  the  screaming  fragments. 

Suddenly  our  guns  opened  in  answer  from  our 
right  centre,  and  we  could  watch  the  shrapnel 
bursting  right  over  their  gunners'  heads.  They 
say  the  gunners  were  German.  At  all  events, 
they  were  brave  fellows,  and  worked  the  guns 
with  extraordinary  skill  and  courage.  The  official 
account  admits  that  they  returned  several  times 
to  their  posts  after  being  driven  out  by  our  shell. 
The  afternoon  was  passing,  and  if  we  were  to 
take  the  place  before  dark  we  could  not  spare 
time  to  shake  it  with  our  artillery  much  longer. 
At  about  half-past  four  the  infantry  were  ordered 
to  advance,  the  Gordons  and  Manchesters  on  the 
right,  the  Devons  on  the  left.  They  went  down 
the  long  slope  and  across  the  valley  with  perfect 
intervals  and  line,  much  better  than  they  go  in  the 
hollows  of  the  old  Fox  Hills. 

In  the  advance  the  Gordons  and  Manchesters 
gradually  changed  direction  half  right  and  crept 
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up  towards  that  plateau  on  the  right  of  the  ridge, 
so  as  to  take  the  enemy  in  flank.  The  Devons 
went  straight  forward,  coming  into  infantry  fire  as 
they  crossed  that  low  wave  of  ground  in  the 
middle  of  the  valley.  On  the  further  slope  they 
were  ordered  to  lie  down  and  wait  till  the  flanking 
movement  was  developed.  Happily  the  slope,  as 
is  usual  in  South  Africa,  was  thickly  spotted  over 
with  great  ant-hills,  beneath  which  the  ant-eater 
digs  his  den.  Ant-heaps,  hardened  almost  to 
brick,  make  excellent  cover,  and  we  lay  down 
behind  them  on  any  bit  of  rock  we  could  find, 
the  fire  being  very  hot,  and  the  Mauser  bullets 
making  their  unpleasant  whiffle  as  they  passed. 
I  think  the  first  man  hit  was  a  private,  who  got 
a  ball  through  his  head  by  the  ear.  He  was 
carried  away,  but  died  before  he  got  off  the  field. 
A  young  officer  was  struck  soon  afterwards,  and 
then  the  bearers  began  to  be  busy.  There  were 
far  too  few  of  them,  and  no  one  could  find  the 
ambulance  carts.  As  a  matter  of  fact  they  had 
not  left  Ladysmith — twelve  miles  at  least  away. 
Most  of  the  wounded  tried  to  creep  back  out 
of  fire.  Some  lay  quite  still.  I  heard  only  two 
or  three  call  out  for  help.  Meantime  the  rest 
were   keeping  up   a   steady  fire,   not   by  volleys, 
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but  as  each  could  sight  a  Boer  among  the  rocks, 
and  my  own  beHef  is  that  very  few  Boers  were  hit 
that  way. 

Chmbing  up  a  heap  of  loose  stones  a  little  to 
the  right  of  the  Devons,  I  could  now  see  the  Boers 
at  the  top  of  their  position  in  the  centre,  moving 
about  rapidly,  taking  cover,  resting  their  rifles  on 
the  stones,  and  firing  both  at  us  and  at  the  men 
who  were  pushing  up  the  slope  threatening  their 
flank.  Meantime  the  artillery  pumped  iron  and 
lead  upon  them  without  mercy.  Their  own  guns 
were  quite  silenced  about  this  time,  being  unable 
to  stand  the  combined  shell  and  rifle  fire.  But 
the  ordinary  Boers — the  armed  and  mounted 
peasants — still  clung  to  their  rocks  as  though 
nothing  could  drive  them  out. 

One  big  man  in  black  I  watched  for  what 
seemed  a  very  long  time.  He  was  standing  right 
against  the  sky  line,  sometimes  waving  his  arm, 
apparently  to  give  directions.  Shells  burst  over 
his  head,  and  bullets  must  have  been  thick  round 
him.  Once  or  twice  he  fell,  as  though  slipping  on  the 
rocks,  for  the  rain  had  begun  again.  But  he  always 
reappeared,  till  at  last  shrapnel  exploded  right  in 
his  face,  and  he  sank  together  like  a  dropped  rag. 
Just  after  that  the  Manchesters  and  Gordons  began 
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to  force  their  way  along  the  top  of  the  ridge  on 
the  Boers'  left.  They  had  the  dismounted  Imperial 
Light  Horse  with  them,  and  it  was  there  that  the 
loss  was  most  terrible.  Sometimes  the  advance 
hardly  seemed  to  move,  sometimes  it  rushed  for- 
ward, and  then  appeared  to  swing  back  again.  It 
was  six  o'clock,  rain  was  falling  in  torrents,  and 
it  was  getting  dark.  Perhaps  the  Gordons  suffered 
most.  Fourteen  officers  were  killed  and  wounded 
there,  and  next  day  the  killed  men  lay  thick 
among  the  rocks.  The  Boer  prisoners  say  the 
Gordon  kilts  made  them  easy  marks.  But  the 
Light  Horse  lost,  too — lost  their  Colonel,  Scott 
Chisholme,  who  had  been  so  eager  for  their 
success.  Still  the  Boers  kept  up  their  terrible 
fire,  and  the  attack  crept  forward,  rock  by  rock. 
At  the  same  time  the  Devons  were  called  on  to 
advance,  and,  getting  up  from  the  ant-hills  without 
a  moment's  pause,  they  strode  forward  to  the  foot 
of  the  hill,  keeping  up  an  incessant  fire  as  they  went. 
Then  we  heard  the  bugler  sounding  the  charge 
high  up  on  our  right,  and  we  could  just  see 
the  flank  attack  rushing  forward  and  cheering. 
The  Boers  were  galloping  away  or  running  from 
the  top.  The  Devons  also  sounded  the  charge 
and  rushed   up  the  front  of  the  position,  but  from 
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that  isolated  hill  on  our  left  they  met  so  obstinate 
a  fire  that  the  order  for  magazine  firing  was  given, 
and  for  a  few  minutes  the  rifles  rattled  without 
a  second's  pause,  in  a  long  roar  of  fire.  Then, 
with  a  wild  cheer,  the  Devons  cleared  the  position. 
It  is  due  to  them  to  say  that  they  were  first  at 
the  guns.  Meantime,  the  "  Cease  Fire ! "  had 
sounded  several  times  on  the  summit,  but  the 
firing  did  not  cease.  I  don't  know  why  it  was. 
Perhaps  the  Boers  were  still  resisting  in  parts. 
Certainly  many  of  our  men  were  drunk  with 
excitement.  "  Wipe  out  Majuba  !  "  was  a  constant 
cr}'.     But  the  Boers  had  gone. 

The  remnants  of  them  were  struggling  to  get 
away  in  the  twilight  over  a  bit  of  rocky  plain  on 
our  left.  There  the  Dragoon  Guards  got  them, 
and  three  times  went  through.  A  Dragoon  Guards 
corporal  who  was  there  tells  me  the  Boers  fell  off 
their  horses  and  rolled  among  the  rocks,  hiding 
their  heads  in  their  arms  and  calling  for  mercy — 
calling  to  be  shot,  anything  to  escape  the  stab  of 
those  terrible  lances.  But  not  many  escaped. 
"We  just  gave  them  a  good  dig  as  they  lay,"  were 
the  corporal's  words.  Next  day  most  of  the  lances 
were  bloody. 

The  victory  was  ours.     We  had  gained  a  stony 
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and  muddy  little  hill  strewn  with  the  bodies  of  dead 
and  wounded  peasants,  clerks,  lawyers,  and  other 
kinds  of  men.  Most  were  from  Johannesburg. 
Nearly  all  spoke  English  like  their  native  language. 
In  one  corner  on  the  slope  of  the  hill  towards  their 
little  camp  and  waggons  I  counted  fourteen  dead 
together.  In  one  of  the  tents  were  three  dead 
men,  all  killed  by  the  same  shell,  apparently 
whilst  asleep.  Yet  I  do  not  think  there  were 
more  than  thirty  actually  killed  among  the  rocks 
in  all.  It  is  true  that  darkness  fell  rapidly,  and 
the  rain  was  blinding  ;  but  I  was  nearly  two 
hours  on  the  ground  moving  about.  The  wounded 
lay  very  thick,  groaning  and  appealing  for  help. 
In  coming  down  I  nearly  trod  on  the  upturned 
white  face  of  an  old  white-bearded  man.  He 
was  lying  quite  silent,  with  a  kind  of  dignity. 
We  asked  who  he  was.  He  said  :  "  I  am  Kock, 
the  father  of  Judge  Kock.  No,  I  am  not  the 
commandant.  He  is  the  commandant."  But 
the  old  man  was  wrong.  He  himself  had  been 
in  command,  though  instead  of  fighting  he  had 
read  the  Bible  and  prayed.  One  bullet  had 
passed  through  his  shoulder,  another  through  his 
groin.  So  he  lay  still  and  read  no  more.  Near 
him    was  a  boy  with  a  hand  just  a  mixture   of 
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shreds  and  bones  and  blood.  But  he  too  was 
very  quiet,  and  only  asked  for  a  handkerchief 
to  bind  it  together.  Others  were  gradually  dying. 
Many  were  not  found  till  daylight.  The  dead  of 
both  sides  lay  unburied  till  Monday. 

In  the  mud  and  stones  just  above  the  captured 
guns,  General  French  stood  giving  directions  for 
the  bivouac,  and  dictating  a  message  to  Sir  George 
White  praising  the  troops,  especially  the  infantry 
who  had  been  commanded  by  Colonel  Ian  Hamil- 
ton. The  assemble  kept  sounding  over  the  hill, 
and  Gordons  tried  to  sift  themselves  from  Man- 
chesters,  and  Light  Horse  from  Devons.  All  were 
shouting  and  questioning  and  calling  to  each  other 
in  the  dark.  Soon  they  settled  down  ;  the  Boers 
had  left  scores  of  saddles,  coats,  and  Kaffir  blankets, 
provisions,  too,  water-bottles,  chickens,  and  in  one 
case  a  flask  of  carbolic  disinfectant,  which  a  British 
soldier  analysed  as  "  furrin  wine."  So,  on  the 
whole,  the  fellows  made  themselves  fairly  com- 
fortable in  spite  of  the  cold  and  wet.  Then  I 
felt  my  way  down  over  the  rocks,  taking  care,  if 
possible,  not  to  tread  on  anything  human,  and 
then  sought  out  the  difficult  twelve-mile  track  to 
Ladysmith  over  the  veldt  and  hills,  lighted  towards 
midnight  by  a  waning  and  clouded  moon. 


CHAPTER  V 

BATTLE  OF  TINTA  INVONI 

Ladysmith,  October  27,  1899. 

IF  you  want  to  "  experience  a  shock,"  as  the 
doctors  say,  be  with  the  head  of  a  column 
advancing  leisurely  along  a  familiar  road  only  six 
miles  from  camp,  and  have  a  shell  flung  almost  at 
your  feet  from  a  neighbouring  mountain  top.  That 
was  my  fortune  about  the  breakfast  time  of  peace- 
able citizens  last  Tuesday  morning.  A  squadron 
of  Lancers  and  some  of  the  Natal  Carbineers  were 
in  front.  Just  behind  me  a  battery  was  rumbling 
along.  A  little  knot  of  the  staff  was  close  by,  and 
we  were  all  just  preparing  to  halt.  We  stood  on 
the  Newcastle  road,  north  of  the  town,  not  far  from 
our  first  position  at  the  Elands  Laagte  battle  of 
the  Saturday  before.  The  road  is  close  to  the 
railway  there,  and   I  was  watching  an  engine  and 
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truck  going  down  with  a  white  flag  flying,  bringing 
back  poor  Colonel  Chisholme's  body  for  burial. 
Suddenly  on  the  left  from  the  top  of  a  mountain 
side  beyond  a  long  rocky  ridge  I  saw  the  orange 
flash  of  a  big  gun.  The  next  moment  came  the 
familiar  buzz  and  scream  of  a  great  shell,  the 
crash,  the  squealing  fragments,  the  dust  splashing 
up  all  round  us  as  they  fell.  I  have  never  seen 
men  and  horses  gallop  faster  than  in  our  rapid 
right-wheel  over  the  open  ground  towards  a  Kafiir 
kraal.  I  think  only  one  horse  was  badly  hurt,  but 
at  no  military  tournament  have  I  seen  artillery 
move  in  such  excellent  style.  It  was  all  over  in  a 
minute.  The  Boers  must  have  measured  the 
range  to  a  yard,  and  just  have  kept  that  gun 
loaded  and  waiting. 

But  in  tactics  jokes  may  be  mistakes.  That  shot 
revealed  the  enemy's  position.  Within  ten  minutes 
our  gunners  had  snipt  the  barbed  wire  fences  along 
the  railway,  had  dashed  their  guns  across,  and 
were  dragging  them  up  that  low  rocky  ridge — say, 
300ft.  to  400ft.  high — which  had  now  so  suddenly 
become  our  front  and  fighting  position.  Three 
field  batteries  went  up,  and  close  behind  them 
came  the  Gloucesters  on  the  right,  a  few  com- 
panies of  the  second  60th  (K.R.R.)  the  Liverpools 
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and  the  Devons  in  order  on  the  centre  and  left. 
On  our  right  we  had  some  of  the  19th  Hussars  and 
5th  Lancers  ;  on  our  left  a  large  mixed  force  of  the 
mounted  Natal  Volunteers,  who  were  soon  strongly 
engaged  in  a  small  valley  at  the  end  of  the  ridge, 
and  suffered  a  good  deal  all  day.  But  the  chief 
work  and  credit  lay  with  our  guns.  Till  they  got 
into  position,  found  the  range  and  began  to  fire, 
the  enemy's  shells  kept  dropping  over  the  ridge 
and  plumping  into  the  ground.  None  were  so 
successful  as  the  first,  and  only  few  of  them  burst, 
but  shells  are  very  unpleasant,  and  it  was  a  relief 
when  at  the  second  or  third  shot  from  our  batteries 
we  found  the  enemy's  shells  had  ceased  to  arrive. 
We  had  destroyed  the  limber,  if  not  the  gun,  and 
after  that  the  shells  were  all  on  one  side.  Some 
say  the  Boers  had  two  guns,  but  I  only  saw  one 
myself,  and  I  watched  it  as  a  mouse  watches  a  cat. 
One  does. 

The  Boers,  however,  had  many  cats  to  watch. 
Climbing  up  the  ridge  towards  its  left  end,  I  sat 
among  the  rocks  with  the  Liverpools  and  Devons 
beside  one  of  the  batteries,  and  got  a  good  view  of 
the  Boer  position.  They  were  in  irregular  lines 
and  patches  among  the  rocks  of  some  low  hills 
across    a    little    valley    in    our    front,    and    were 
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stationed  in  groups  upon  the  two  higher  mountains 
(as  one  may  call  them)  upon  our  right  and  left. 
Both  of  these  points  looked  down  upon  our 
position,  and  it  was  only  by  keeping  close  among 
the  stones  under  the  edge  of  our  ridge  that  we  got 
any  cover,  and  that  indifferent.  But,  happily,  the 
range  was  long,  and  for  hour  after  hour  those  two 
hills  were  simply  swept  by  our  shrapnel.  On  our 
right  the  long  mountain  edge,  where  the  enemy's 
gun  had  been,  is  called  Mattowan's  Hoek.  The 
great  dome-like  hill  (really  the  end  of  a  flat-topped 
mountain  in  perspective),  on  our  left,  was  Tinta 
Inyoni. 

Our  infantry  lay  along  the  ridge,  keeping  up  a 
pretty  constant  fire,  and  sometimes  volleying  by 
sections,  whenever  they  could  get  sight  of  their 
almost  invisible  enemy.  Sometimes  they  advanced 
a  little  way  down  towards  the  valley.  On  the  right 
the  Gloucesters  about  eleven  o'clock  came  over 
the  ridge  on  to  a  flat  little  piece  of  grass  land  in 
front.  I  suppose  they  expected  to  get  a  better 
range  or  clearer  view,  but  within  a  few  minutes 
that  patch  of  grass  was  spotted  with  lumps  of 
khaki.  Two  officers — one  their  colonel — and  six 
men  were  killed  outright,  and  the  official  list  of 
wounded    runs   to   over    fifty.      When    they    had 
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withdrawn  again  to  the  ridge  the  doctors  and 
privates  went  out  to  bring  the  wounded  back. 
Behind  the  cover  of  the  rocks,  the  dhoolies  were 
waiting  with  their  green-covered  stretchers.  In 
the  sheltered  corner  on  the  flat  ground  below 
stood  the  ambulance  waggons  ready.  All  the 
ambulance  service  was  admirably  worked  that  day, 
but  I  think  perhaps  the  highest  credit  remains 
with  the  mild  Hindoos. 

By  twelve  o'clock  the  low  hills  in  our  front  were 
burning  from  our  shells,  and  the  smoke  of  the 
grass  helped  still  more  to  conceal  this  baffling 
enemy  of  ours.  It  was  all  very  well  for  the 
gunners,  with  their  excellent  glasses,  but  the 
ordinary  private  could  hardly  see  anything  to  aim 
at,  and  yet  he  was  more  or  less  under  fire  all  the 
time.  As  to  smoke,  of  course  the  smokeless 
powder  gives  the  Boers  an  immense  advantage  in 
their  method  of  fighting.  It  is  hardly  ever 
possible  to  tell  exactly  where  the  shots  come  from. 
But  I  noticed  one  man  near  the  top  of  Tinta,  who 
evidently  had  an  old  Martini  which  he  valued 
much  more  than  new-fangled  things.  Whenever 
he  fired  a  little  puff  of  grey  smoke  followed,  and  I 
always  thought  I  heard  the  growl  of  his  bullet 
particularly  close,  as  though  he  steadily  aimed  at 
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some  officer  near  by.  He  sat  under  a  bush,  and 
had  built  himself  a  Httle  wall  of  rocks  in  front. 
Shell  after  shell  was  showered  upon  that  rocky- 
hillside,  for  it  concealed  many  other  sharpshooters 
besides.  But  at  each  flash  he  must  have  thrown 
himself  behind  the  stones,  and  when  the  shower  of 
lead  was  over  up  he  got,  and  again  I  saw  the  little 
puff  of  grey  smoke  and  heard  the  growl  of  a  bullet 
close  by. 

The  firing  ceased  about  three.  There  was  no 
apparent  reason  why  it  should.  The  Boers  had 
killed  a  few  of  us.  Probably  we  had  killed  more 
of  them.  But  mere  loss  of  life  does  not  make 
victory  or  defeat,  and  to  all  appearance  we  were 
both  on  much  the  same  ground  as  at  first,  except 
that  the  Boers  had  lost  a  gun,  and  were  not  at  all 
comfortable  on  the  positions  they  had  held.  Our 
withdrawal,  however,  was  due  to  deeper  reasons. 
A  messenger  had  brought  news  of  the  column 
which  had  unhappily  been  driven  from  Dundee — 
whether  by  the  Boers'  40-pounder,  "  Long  Tom,"  or 
by  failing  ammunition  I  will  not  try  to  decide. 
Anyhow,  the  messenger  brought  the  news  that  the 
column  was  safe  and  returning  unmolested  on 
Ladysmith  by  the  roundabout  road  eastward,  near 
Helpmakaar.     We  had  held  back  the  enemy  from 
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intercepting  them  on  their  march.  Our  long  and 
harassing  fight,  then,  had  been  worth  the  sacrifice. 
It  was  a  victory  in  strategy.  Sir  George  White 
gave  the  order  for  the  infantry  to  withdraw  from 
the  ridge  by  battalions  and  return  to  Lady  smith. 
By  evening  we  were  all  in  the  town  again. 

Next  day  I  determined  to  meet  the  Dundee 
force  on  its  way.  They  were  reported  to  have 
halted  about  twenty-five  miles  off  the  night  before, 
near  Sunday's  river,  which,  like  all  the  rivers  and 
spruits  just  here,  runs  southward  through  mountains 
into  the  Tugela  and  Buffalo.  About  six  miles  out 
we  had  a  small  force  ready  to  give  them  assistance 
if  they  were  pursued.  Passing  through  that 
column  halted  by  a  stream,  I  went  on  into  more 
open  country,  where  there  was  an  occasional  farm 
with  the  invariable  tin  roof  and  weeping  willows  of 
South  Africa.  For  many  miles  I  saw  small  parties 
of  our  Lancers  and  Carbineers  scouring  the  country 
on  both  sides  of  the  track. 

Then  soon  after  I  had  crossed  a  wide  watershed 
I  came  down  into  broken  and  rocky  country  again, 
well  suited  for  Boers,  and  there  the  outposts  ended. 
I  had  a  wide  view  of  distant  mountains,  far  away 
to  the  Zulu  border  on  the  east,  and  northwards  to 
the  Biggarsberg  and  Dundee,  a  terrible  country  to 
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cross  with  a  retiring  column,  harassed  by  three 
days'  fighting.  The  few  white  farmers  had  gone, 
of  course,  but,  happily,  I  came  upon  a  Kaffir  kraal, 
and  a  Kaffir  chief  himself  came  out  to  look  at  me. 
The  Cape  boy  who  was  with  me  asked  if  he  had 
seen  any  English  troops  that  way.  "  Yes,  there 
were  many,  many,  many,  hardly  an  hour's  ride 
further  on.  But  he  was  hungry,  hungry — he,  the 
chief — and  so  were  his  wives — four  of  them — all  of 
them."  He  spoke  the  pretty  Zulu  language — it  is 
something  like  Italian. 

We  went  on.  The  track  went  steep  down  hill 
to  a  spruit  where  the  water  lay  in  pools.  And 
there  on  the  opposite  hill  was  that  gallant  little 
British  Army,  halted  in  a  position  of  extreme 
danger,  absolutely  commanded  on  all  sides  but 
one,  and  preparing  for  tea  as  unconcernedly  as  if 
they  were  in  a  Lockhart's  shop  in  Goswell  Road. 
Almost  as  unconcernedly — for,  indeed,  some  of  the 
officers  showed  signs  of  their  long  anxiety  and 
sleeplessness.  When  I  came  among  them,  some 
mounted  men  suddenly  showed  themselves  in  the 
distance.  They  took  them  for  Boers.  I  could 
hardly  persuade  them  they  were  only  our  own 
Carbineers — the  outposts  through  whom  I  had 
just   ridden.     Three  of  our  own  scouts   appeared 
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across  a  valley,  and  never  were  Boers  in  greater 
peril  of  being  shot.  I  think  I  may  put  their  lives 
down  to  my  credit. 

The  British  private  was  even  here  imperturbable 
as  usual.  He  sat  on  the  rocks  singing  the  latest 
he  knew  from  the  music-halls.  He  lighted  his 
fires  and  made  his  tea,  and  took  an  intelligent 
interest  in  the  slaughter  of  the  oxen,  for  all  the 
world  as  if  he  were  at  manoeuvres  on  Salisbury 
Plain.  He  is  really  a  wonderful  person.  Filthy 
from  head  to  foot,  drenched  with  rain,  baked  with 
sun,  unshorn  and  unwashed  for  five  days,  his  eyes 
bloodshot  for  want  of  sleep,  hungry  and  footsore, 
fresh  from  terrible  fighting,  and  the  loss  of  many 
friends,  he  was  still  the  same  unmistakable 
British  soldier,  that  queer  mixture  of  humour  and 
blasphemy,  cheerfulness  and  grumbling,  never 
losing  that  imperturbability  which  has  no  mixture 
of  any  other  quality  at  all.  The  camping  ground 
was  arranged  almost  as  though  they  were  going  to 
stay  there  for  ever.  Here  were  the  guns  in  order, 
there  the  relics  of  the  18th  Hussars;  there  the 
Leicesters,  the  60th,  the  Dublins,  the  Royal  Irish 
Fusiliers,  and  the  rest.  The  guards  were  set  and 
sentries  posted.  But  only  two  hours  later  the 
whole  moved    off  again    for   three    miles'   further 
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advance  to  get  them  well  out  of  the  mountains. 
Why,  on  that  perilous  march  through  unknown 
and  difficult  country,  the  Dutch  did  not  spring 
upon  them  in  some  pass  and  blot  them  out  is  one 
of  the  many  mysteries  of  this  strange  campaign. 

Among  them  I  greeted  many  friends  whom  I 
had  come  to  know  at  Dundee  ten  days  before. 
But  General  Symons  and  Colonel  Gunning,  whom 
I  had  chosen  out  as  the  models  of  what  officers 
should  be,  were  not  there.  Nor  was  the  young 
officer  who  had  been  my  host — young  Hannah  of 
the  Leicesters — who  at  his  own  cost  came  out  in 
the  ship  with  us  rather  than  "  miss  the  fun."  A 
shell  struck  his  head.  I  think  he  was  the  first 
killed  in  Friday's  battle. 

I  got  back  to  Ladysmith  late  that  night.  Early 
next  morning  the  column  began  to  dribble  in. 
They  were  receiv^ed  with  relief.  I  cannot  say 
there  was  much  enthusiasm.  The  road  by  which 
I  went  to  meet  them  is  now  swarming  with 
Boers. 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE   REVERSE   AT   NICHOLSON'S    NEK 

Ladysmith,  October  31,  1899. 

ON  Sunday  we  were  all  astir  for  a  big  battle. 
But  no  village  Sabbath  in  the  Highlands 
could  have  been  quieter,  though  it  might  have 
been  more  devotional.  We  rode  about  as  usual, 
though  our  rides  are  very  limited  now,  and  the 
horse  that  took  me  forty  miles  last  Wednesday  is 
pining  because  the  Boers  have  cut  off  his  exercise. 
We  sweated  and  swore,  and  suffered  unfathomable 
thirst,  but  still  there  was  no  more  battle  than  the 
evening  hymn.  Next  day  we  knew  it  would  be 
different.  At  night  I  heard  the  guns  go  out 
eastward  along  the  Helpmakaar  road  to  take  up 
a  position  on  our  right.  At  three  I  was  up  in  the 
morning  darkness,  and  riding  slowly  northward 
with  the  brigade  that  was  to  form  our  centre,  up 
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the  familiar  Newcastle  road.  We  had  not  far  to 
go.  The  Boers  save  us  a  lot  of  exertion.  A  mile 
and  a  half — certainly  less  than  two  miles — from 
the  outside  of  the  town  was  our  limit.  But  as  we 
went  the  line  of  yellow  behind  our  two  nearest 
mountains,  Lombard's  Kop  and  Bulwan  (Mbul- 
wani,  Isamabulwan — you  may  spell  it  almost  as 
you  like),  was  suddenly  shot  with  red,  and  the 
grey  night  clouds  showed  crimson  on  all  their 
hanging  edges.  The  crimson  caught  the  vultures 
soaring  wide  through  the  air,  and  then  the  sun 
himself  came  up  with  that  blaze  of  heat  which  was 
to  torture  us  all  day  long. 

The  central  rendezvous  beside  the  Newcastle 
road  was  well  protected  by  a  high  rocky  hill, 
which  one  can  only  call  a  kopje  now.  There  were 
the  5th  Dragoon  Guards,  the  Manchesters,  the 
Devons,  the  Gordons,  with  their  ambulance  and 
baggage,  some  of  the  Natal  Volunteers,  and  when 
the  train  from  Maritzburg  arrived  about  six  the 
Rifle  Brigade  marched  straight  out  of  it  to  join  us. 
I  climbed  the  kopje  in  front  of  them,  and  from 
there  could  get  a  fine  view  of  the  whole  position 
except  the  extreme  flanks. 

At  5.10  the  first  gun  sounded  from  a  battery  on 
the  right  of  our  centre — a  battery  that  was  to  do 
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magnificent  work  through  the  clay.  The  enemy's 
reply  was  an  enormous  puff  of  smoke  from  a  flat- 
topped  hill  straight  in  front  of  me.  A  huge  shell 
shrieked  through  the  air,  and,  passing  high  above 
my  head,  burst  slup  in  the  middle  of  the  town 
behind  me.  Again  and  again  it  came.  The 
second  shot  fell  close  to  the  central  hospital  ;  the 
third  in  a  private  garden,  where  the  native  servants 
have  been  busy  digging  for  fragments  ever  since, 
as  in  a  gold  mine,  not  considering  how  cheap  such 
treasure  is  now  likely  to  become.  The  range  was 
something  over  four  miles.  One  of  the  shells 
passed  so  near  the  balloon  that  the  officer  in  the 
car  felt  it  like  a  gust  of  wind.  (I  ought  to  have 
told  you  about  that  balloon,  by  the  way.  We 
sent  it  up  first  on  Sunday  morning,  our  Zulu 
savages  opening  their  mouths  at  it,  beating  their 
lips,  and  patting  their  stomachs  with  peculiar  cries.) 
"Long  Tom"  had  come.  "Long  Tom,"  the  hero 
of  Dundee,  able  to  hurl  his  vast  iron  cylinder  a 
clean  six  miles  as  often  as  you  will.  I  saw  him 
and  his  brother  gun  on  trucks  at  Sand  River 
Camp  on  the  Transvaal  border  just  before  the  war 
began.  They  say  he  is  I-'rcnch— a  Creusot  gun — 
throwing,  some  say  40lbs.,  some  95lbs.,  each  shot. 
Anyhow,  the  shell  is  quite  big  enough,  whatever 
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its  weight,  and  it  bangs  into  shops,  chapels,  ladies' 
bedrooms  without  any  nice  distinctions.  I  could 
see  "  Tom's  "  ugly  muzzle  tilted  up  above  a  great 
earthwork  which  the  Boers  had  heaped  near  a  tree 
on  the  edge  of  that  flat-topped  hill,  which  we  may 
call  Pepworth,  from  a  little  farm  hard  by. 

Our  battery  was  at  once  turned  on  to  him,  and 
though  short  at  first,  it  got  the  range,  and  poured 
the  deadly  shrapnel  over  that  hill  for  hour  after 
hour.  But  other  guns  were  there — perhaps  as 
many  as  six — and  they  replied  to  our  battery, 
whilst  "  Tom  "  reserved  his  attention  for  the  town. 
Often  we  thought  him  silenced,  but  always  he 
began  again,  just  when  we  were  forgetting  him, 
sometimes  after  over  an  hour's  pause.  The  Boer 
gunners,  whoever  they  may  be,  are  not  wanting  in 
courage.  So  the  artillery  battle  went  on,  hour 
after  hour.  I  sat  on  the  rocks  and  watched.  At 
my  side  the  Gordons  on  picket  duty  were  playing 
with  two  little  white  kids.  On  the  plain  in  front 
no  one  was  to  be  seen  but  one  lone  and  dirty 
soldier,  who  was  steadily  marching  in  across  it,  no 
one  knew  from  where.  He  must  have  lost  his  way 
in  the  night,  and  now  was  making  for  the  nearest 
British  lines,  hanging  his  rifle  unconcernedly  over 
his  shoulder,  butt  behind. 
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So  we  watched  and  waited.  At  one  moment 
Dr.  Jameson  came  up  to  get  a  look  at  his  old 
enemy.  Then  we  heard  heavy  rifle  fire  far  away 
on  our  left,  where  the  Gloucesters  and  Royal  Irish 
Fusiliers  had  been  sent  out  the  night  before,  and 
were  now  on  the  verge  of  that  terrible  disaster 
which  has  kept  us  all  anxious  and  uncertain  to- 
day. The  rumour  goes  that  both  battalions  have 
disappeared,  and  what  survives  of  them  will  next 
be  found  in  Pretoria.  At  eight  o'clock  I  saw  a 
new  force  of  Boers  coming  down  a  gully  in  a  great 
mountain  behind  Pepworth  Hill.  But  for  my 
glass,  I  should  have  taken  them  for  a  black  stream 
marked  with  white  rocks.  But  they  were  horses 
and  men,  and  the  white  rocks  were  horses  too. 
Heavy  firing  began  far  away  on  our  right.  At 
nine  the  Manchesters  were  called  off  to  reinforce. 
At  half-past  nine  the  Gordons  followed,  and  I 
went  with  them.  About  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
the  centre  we  were  halted  again  on  the  top  of 
another  rocky  kopje  covered  with  low  bush  and 
trees,  out  of  which  we  frightened  several  little 
brown  deer  and  some  strange  birds. 

From  the  top  I  could  see  the  whole  position  of 
the  right  flank  fairly  well,  but  it  puzzled  me  at 
first.     The    guns    shelling    Pepworth    Hill — there 
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were  two  batteries  of  them  now — were  still  at  their 
work,  just  in  front  of  our  left  now  and  about  half 
a  mile  away.  Away  to  our  right  and  further 
advanced,  but  quite  exposed  in  the  open,  were  two 
other  batteries,  shelling  some  distant  kopjes  on 
our  right  at  the  foot  of  the  great  mountain  lump 
of  Lombard's  Kop.  I  heard  afterwards  they  were 
shelling  an  empty  and  deserted  kopje  for  hours, 
but  I  know  that  only  from  hearsay.  Between  the 
batteries  and  far  away  to  the  right  the  infantry 
was  lying  down  or  advancing  in  line,  chiefly  across 
'the  open,  against  the  enemy's  position.  But  what 
was  that  position  ?  Take  Ladysmith  as  centre 
and  a  radius  of  five  miles,  the  Boers'  position 
extended  round  a  semicircle  or  more,  from  Lom- 
bard's Kop  on  the  east  to  Walker's  Hoek  on  the 
west,  with  Pepworth  Hill  as  the  centre  of  the  arc 
on  the  north.  I  believe  myself  that  the  position 
was  not  a  mile  less  than  fifteen  miles  long,  and  for 
the  most  part  it  was  just  what  Boers  like — rocky 
kopjes  and  ridges,  high  and  low,  always  giving 
cover  and  opportunity  for  surprise  and  ambuscade. 
It  was  against  the  left  flank  of  that  position 
that  our  right  was  now  hurling  itself.  The  idea,  I 
suppose,  was  to  roll  their  left  back  upon  their 
centre  and  take  Pepworth  Hill  and  "  Long  Tom  " 
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in  the  confusion  of  retreat  That  may  or  may  not 
have  been  the  General's  plan,  but  from  my  post 
with  the  Gordons  I  soon  saw  something  was 
happening  to  prevent  it.  On  a  flat  piece  of  green 
in  front  of  the  rocky  kopjes,  where  the  enemy 
evidently  was,  I  could  see  men,  not  running,  but 
walking  about  in  different  directions.  They  were 
not  crowded,  but  they  seemed  to  be  moving  about 
like  black  ants,  only  in  a  purposeless  kind  of  way. 
"  They  are  Boers,  and  we've  got  them  between 
our  men  and  our  batten,',"  said  a  Gordon  officer. 
But  I  knew  his  hope  was  a  vain  one.  Very  slowly 
they  were  coming  towards  us — turning  and  firing 
and  advancing  a  little,  one  by  one — but  still 
coming  towards  us,  till  at  last  they  began  to 
dribble  through  the  intervals  in  our  batteries. 
Then  we  knew  it  was  British  infantry  retiring — 
a  terrible  sight,  no  matter  how  small  the  loss  or 
how  wise  the  order  given.  Chiefly  they  were  the 
60th  (K.R.R.)  and  the  Leicesters.  I  believe  the 
Dublins  were  there  too.  Behind  them  the  enemy 
kept  up  the  incessant  crackle  of  their  rifles. 

They  came  back  slowly,  tired  and  disheartened 
and  sick  with  useless  losses,  but  entirely  refusing 
to  hurr}'  or  crowd.  With  bullet  and  shell  the 
enemy   followed   them    hard.     Our    batteries   did 
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what  they  could  to  protect  them,  and  Colonel 
Coxhead,  in  command  of  the  guns,  received  the 
General's  praise  afterwards.  The  Natal  Volunteers 
and  Gordons,  and  at  least  part  of  the  Manchesters 
were  there  to  cover  the  retreat,  but  nothing  could 
restore  the  position  again.  Battalions  and  ranks 
had  got  hopelessly  mingled,  and  as  soon  as  they 
were  out  of  range  the  men  wandered  away  in 
groups  to  the  town,  sick  and  angry,  but  longing 
above  all  things  for  water  and  sleep.  The  enemy's 
shells  followed  hard  on  their  trail  nearly  into  the 
town,  plumping  down  ni  the  midst  whenever  any 
body  of  men  or  horses  showed  themselves  among 
the  ridges  of  the  kopjes.  Seeing  what  was  happen- 
ing on  the  right  the  centre  began  to  withdraw  as 
well,  and  as  their  baggage  train  climbed  back  into 
the  town  up  the  Newcastle  road  a  shell  from  "  Long 
Tom "  fell  among  them  at  a  corner  of  the  hill, 
blowing  a  poor  ambulance  and  stretcher  to  pieces, 
and  killing  one  of  the  Naval  Brigade  just  arrived 
from  the  Powerfiil. 

It  was  the  Naval  Brigade  that  saved  the  day, 
though,  to  be  sure,  a  retirement  like  that  is  in  itself 
a  check,  though  no  disaster.  Captain  Lambton 
had  placed  two  of  his  Elswick  wire  guns  on  the 
road  to  the  town,  and  sent  shot  after  shot  straight 
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upon  "  Long  Tom's"  position  four  miles  away.  Only 
twelve-pounders,  I  believe,  they  were,  but  of  fine 
range  and  precision,  and  at  each  successful  shot 
the  populace  and  Zulus  standing  on  the  rocks 
clapped  their  hands  and  laughed  as  at  a  music- 
hall.  For  a  time,  but  only  for  a  time,  "Long  Tom  " 
held  his  tongue,  and  gradually  the  noise  of  battle 
ceased — the  bang  and  squeal  of  the  shells,  the 
crackle  of  the  rifle,  the  terrifying  hammer-hammer 
of  the  enemy's  two  Krupp  automatic  guns.  It  was 
about  half-past  two  and  blazing  hot.  The  rest  of 
the  day  was  quiet,  but  for  rumours  of  the  lament- 
able disaster  of  which  one  can  hardly  speak  at 
present.  The  Gloucesters  and  Royal  Irish  prisoners 
— 1,100  at  least  after  all  losses!  They  say  two 
Boers  were  brought  in  blindfold  last  night  to  tell 
the  General.  This  morning  an  ambulance  party 
has  gone  out  to  bring  in  the  wounded,  and  whilst 
they  are  gone  with  their  flag  of  truce  we  have 
peace. 

I  take  the  opportunity  to  write,  hurriedly  and 
without  correction,  for  the  opportunity  is  short. 
"  Long  Tom  "  sent  two  shells  into  us  this  morning 
as  we  were  dressing  (I  should  have  said  washing, 
only  the  water  supply  is  cut),  and  at  any  moment 
he  may  begin  again. 
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November  i,  1899. 

I  may  add  that  the  retirement  of  the  battalions 
of  the  60th,  with  the  Leicesters,  is  the  theme  of 
every  one's  praise  to-day.  Its  success  was  chiefly 
due  to  General  Hunter,  and  the  dogged  courage  of 
the  men  themselves. 

But  the  second  part  of  the  despatch  is  after  all 
the  main  point  of  interest.  Such  a  disaster  has,  I 
suppose,  seldom  befallen  two  famous  and  distin- 
guished battalions.  After  heavy  loss  they  are 
prisoners.  They  are  wiped  out  from  the  war.  The 
Gloucesters  and  the  Royal  Irish  Fusiliers — they 
join  the  squadron  of  the  i8th  Hussars  in  Pretoria 
gaols.  Two  Boers  came  in  blindfolded  to  tell  the 
news  last  night.  All  day  long  we  have  been 
fetching  in  the  wounded.  Their  wounds  are  chiefly 
from  Martini  rifles,  and  very  serious.  I  know  the 
place  of  the  disaster  well,  having  often  ridden  there 
when  the  Boers  were  at  a  more  respectful  distance. 
It  is  an  entangled  and  puzzling  country,  full  of 
rocks  and  hills  and  hidden  valleys.  It  was 
only  some  falling  boulders  that  caused  the  ruin 
— a  few  casual  shots — and  the  stampeding  mules. 
That  ammunition  mule  has  always  a  good  deal  to 
bear,  but  now  the  burden  put  on  him  officially 
is  almost  too  heavy  for  any  four-legged  thing. 
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Ladysmith,  Noveinber  2,  1899. 
"  T  ONG  TOM  "  opened  fire  at  a  quarter-past  six 
J — '  from  Pepworth  Hill,  and  was  replied  to  by 
the  Naval  Brigade.  Just  as  I  walked  up  to  their 
big  4.7  in.  gun  on  the  kopje  close  to  the  New- 
castle road,  a  shell  came  right  through  our 
battery's  earthwork,  without  bursting.  Lieutenant 
Egerton,  R.N.,  was  lying  close  under  the  barrel  of 
our  gun,  and  both  his  legs  were  shattered.  The 
doctors  amputated  one  at  the  thigh,  the  other  at 
the  shin.  In  the  afternoon  he  was  sitting  up, 
drinking  champagne  and  smoking  cigarettes  as 
cheery  as  possible,  but  he  died  in  the  night.  "  Tom  " 
went  on  more  or  less  all  day.  In  the  afternoon 
Natal  correspondents  dashed  down  to  the  Censor 
with  telegrams  that  he  had  been  put  out  of  action. 
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They  had  seen  him  lying  on  his  side.     I  started  to 
look  for  myself,  and  at  the  first  lOO  yards  he  threw 
a   shell    right   into   the   off-side   of  the  street,  as 
though  to  save  me  the  trouble  of  going  further. 
Another  rumour,  quite  as  confidently  believed  by 
the  soldiers,  was  that  the  Devons  had   captured 
him  with  the  bayonet  and  rolled  him  down  the 
hill.     I  heard  one  of  them  "  chipping  "  a  Gordon 
for  not  being  present  at  the  exploit.     Now  "  Tom  " 
is  a  15-centimetre  Creusot  gun  of  superior  quality. 
All  morning  I  spent  in  the  Manchesters'  camp 
on  the  top  of  the  long  hill  to  the  south-west,  called 
Caesar's    Camp.      There  had    been    firing   from  a 
higher  flat-topped  mountain — Middle  Hill — about 
3,000  yards  beyond,  where  the  Boers  have  taken 
up  one  of  their  usual  fine  positions,  overlooking 
Ladysmith  on  one  side  and  Colenso  on  the  other. 
At  early  morning  a  small  column  under  General 
Hunter  had  attacked  a  Boer  commando   on  the 
Colenso  road  unawares  and  gave  them  a  bad  time, 
till   an   order   suddenly   came   to   withdraw.      Sir 
George  White  had  heard  Boer  guns  to  the  west  of 
their  right  rear,  and  was  afraid  of  another  disaster 
such   as   befell   the   Gloucesters  and   Royal   Irish 
Fusiliers.     The  men  came  back  sick  with  disap- 
pointment, and  more  shaken  than  by  defeat. 
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I  found  the  Manchesters  building  small  and 
almost  circular  sangars  of  stones  and  sandbags  at 
intervals  all  along  the  ridge.  The  work  was  going 
listlessly,  the  men  carrying  up  the  smallest  and 
easiest  stones  they  could  find,  and  spending  most 
of  the  time  in  contemplating  the  scenery  or  dis- 
cussing the  situation,  which  they  did  not  think 
hopeful.  "  We're  surrounded — that's  what  we  are," 
they  kept  saying.  "  Thought  we  was  goin'  to  have 
Christmas  puddin'  in  Pretoria.  Not  much  Christ- 
mas puddin'  we'll  ever  smell  again  ! "  A  small 
mounted  party  rode  past  them,  and  the  enemy 
instantly  threw  a  shell  over  our  heads  from  the 
front.  Then  the  guns  just  set  up  on  the  long 
mountain  of  Bulwan,  threw  another  plump  into 
the  rocks  by  the  largest  picket.  "  It's  like  that 
Bally  Klarver,"  sighed  a  private,  getting  up  and 
looking  round  with  apprehension.  "  Cannon  to 
right  of  'em,  cannon  to  left  of  'em  ! "  Then  we 
went  on  building  at  the  sangar,  but  without  much 
spirit.  They  laughed  when  I  told  them  how  a 
shell  from  "  Long  Tom  "  fell  into  the  Crown  Hotel 
garden  this  morning,  and  all  the  black  servants 
rushed  out  to  pocket  the  fragments.  But  the  only 
thing  which  really  cheered  them  was  the  thought 
that  they  had  only  to  "  stick  it  out "  till  Buller's 
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force   went  up  to  the  Free  State   and   drew   the 
enemy  off — that  and  a  supply  of  cigarettes. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  I  took  my  telegram  to 
the  Censor  as  usual,  and  after  the  customary 
wanderings  and  waste  of  time  I  found  him — only 
to  hear  that  the  wires  were  bunched  and  the  line 
destroyed.  So  telegrams  are  ended  ;  mails  neither 
come  nor  go.  The  guns  fired  lazily  till  evening, 
doing  little  harm  on  either  side.  A  queer  Boer 
ambulance,  with  little  glass  windows — something 
between  a  gipsy  van  and  a  penny  peep-show — 
came  in  under  a  huge  white  flag,  bringing  some 
of  our  wounded  to  exchange  for  wounded  Boers. 
The  amenities  of  civilised  slaughter  are  carefully 
observ'^ed.  But  one  of  the  ambulance  drivers  was 
Mattey,  "  Long  Tom's  "  skilled  gunner,  in  disguise. 

November  3,  1900. 
The  bombardment  continued,  guns  on  Bulwan 
throwing  shells  into  various  camps,  especially  the 
Natal  Volunteers.  Many  people  chose  the  river 
bed  as  the  most  comfortable  place  to  spend  a 
happy  day.  They  hoped  the  high  banks  or  per- 
haps the  water  would  protect  them.  So  there 
they  sat  on  the  stones  and  waited  for  night.  I 
don't   know   how   many    shells    pitched   into   the 
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town  to-day — say  150,  not  more.  Little  harm 
was  done,  but  people  of  importance  had  one 
grand  shock.  Just  as  lunch  was  in  full  swing 
at  the  Royal,  where  officers,  correspondents,  and 
a  nurse  or  two  congregate  for  meals  in  hope  of 
staying  their  intolerable  thirst — bang  came  a  shell 
from  "  Long  Tom  "  straight  for  the  dining-room 
window.  Happily  a  little  house  which  served  as 
bedroom  to  Mr.  Pearse,  of  the  Daily  News,  just 
caught  it  on  its  way.  Crash  it  came  through  the 
iron  roof,  the  wooden  ceiling,  into  the  brick  wall. 
There  it  burst,  and  the  house  was  in  the  past. 
Happily  Mr.  Pearse  was  only  on  his  way  to  his 
room,  and  had  not  reached  it.  Some  of  the 
lunchers  got  bricks  in  their  backs,  and  one  man 
took  to  his  bed  of  a  shocked  stomach. 

At  the  time  I  was  away  on  the  Maritzburg 
road,  which  starts  west  from  the  town  and  gradually 
curves  southward.  The  picket  on  the  ridge  called 
Range  Post  is  a  relic  of  the  Royal  Irish  Fusiliers, 
now  in  the  show-ground  at  Pretoria.  Major 
Kincaid  was  there,  only  returned  the  night  before 
from  the  Boer  camp  behind  "  Long  Tom."  He  had 
been  ill  with  fever  and  was  exchanged.  He  spoke 
with  praise  of  the  Boer  treatment  of  our  wounded 
and  prisoners.     When  our  fellows  were  worn  out 
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the  Boers  dismounted  and  let  them  ride.  They 
brought  them  water  and  any  food  they  had. 
Joubert  came  round  the  ambulance,  commanding 
there  should  be  no  distinction  between  the 
wounded  of  cither  race.  Major  Kincaid  had 
seen  a  good  deal  of  the  so-called  Colonel  Blake 
and  his  so-called  Irish  Brigade.  He  found  that 
the  very  few  who  were  not  Americans  were  English. 
He  had  not  a  single  real  Irishman  among  them. 
Blake,  an  American,  had  come  out  for  the  adven- 
ture, just  as  he  went  to  the  Chili  War. 

As  we  were  talking,  up  galloped  General 
Brocklehurst,  Ian  Hamilton,  and  the  Staff,  and  I 
was  called  upon  to  give  information  about  certain 
points  in  the  country  to  our  front — names  and 
directions,  the  bits  of  plain  where  cavalry  could 
act,  and  so  on.  The  Intelligence  Department  had 
heard  a  large  body  of  Free  State  Boers  was 
moving  westward  from  the  south,  as  though 
retiring  towards  the  passes.  The  information 
was  false.  The  only  true  point  about  it  was 
the  presence  of  a  large  Boer  force  along  a  cha- 
racteristic Boer  position  of  low  rocky  hills  about 
three  miles  to  our  front.  There  the  General 
thought  he  would  shell  them  out  with  a  battery, 
and  catch  them  as  they  retired  by  swinging  cavalry 
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round  into  the  open  length  of  plain  behind  the 
hills.  So  at  II  a.m.  out  trotted  the  19th  Hussars 
with  the  remains  of  the  i8th.  Then  came  a 
battery,  with  the  5th  Dragoon  Guards  as  escort 
In  half  an  hour  the  guns  were  in  full  action 
against  those  low  hills.  The  enemy's  one  gun 
there  was  silenced,  but  not  before  it  had  blown 
away  half  the  head  of  a  poor  fellow  among  the 
Dragoon  Guards.  For  an  hour  and  a  half  we 
poured  shrapnel  over  the  rocks,  till,  except  for 
casual  rifle  fire,  there  was  no  reply.  Then  another 
battery  came  up  to  protect  the  line  to  our  rear, 
across  which  the  Boers  were  throwing  shells  from 
positions  on  both  sides,  though  without  much 
effect.  Soon  after  one,  up  cantered  the  Volun- 
teers— Imperial  Light  Horse  and  Border  Mounted 
Infantry — and  they  were  sent  forward,  dismounted, 
to  take  the  main  position  in  front  and  occupy  a 
steep  hill  on  our  left.  To  front  and  left  they  went 
gaily  on,  but  they  failed. 

At  their  approach  the  rocks  we  had  so  per- 
sistently shelled,  crackled  and  hammered  from 
end  to  end  with  rifle  fire.  The  Boers  had  hidden 
behind  the  ridge,  and  now  crept  back  again. 
Perhaps  no  infantry  could  have  taken  that  posi- 
tion only  from  the  front.     I  watched  the  Volun- 
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teers  advance  upon  it  in  extended  lines  across  a 
long  green  slope  studded  with  ant-hills.  I  could 
see  the  puffs  of  dust  where  bullets  fell  thick  round 
their  feet.  It  was  an  impossible  task.  Some  got 
behind  a  cactus  hedge,  some  lay  down  and  fired, 
some  hid  behind  ant-hills  or  little  banks.  Sud- 
denly that  moment  came  when  all  is  over  but  the 
running.  The  men  began  shifting  uneasily  about. 
A  few  turned  round,  then  more.  At  first  they 
walked  and  kept  some  sort  of  line.  Then  some 
began  to  run.  vSoon  they  were  all  running,  isolated 
or  in  groups  of  two  or  three.  And  all  the  time 
those  puffs  of  dust  pursued  their  feet.  Sometimes 
there  was  no  puff  of  dust,  and  then  a  man  would 
spring  in  the  air,  or  spin  round,  or  just  lurch 
forward  with  arms  outspread,  a  mere  yellowish 
heap,  hardly  to  be  distinguished  from  an  ant-hill. 
I  could  see  many  a  poor  fellow  wandering  hither 
and  thither  as  though  lost,  as  is  common  in  all 
retreats.  A  man  would  walk  sideways,  then  run 
back  a  little,  look  round,  fall.  Another  came  by. 
The  first  evidently  called  out  and  the  other  gave 
him  a  hand.  Both  stumbled  on  together,  the  puffs 
of  dust  splashing  round  them.  Then  down  they 
fell  and  were  quiet.  A  complacent  correspondent 
told  me  afterwards,  with  the  condescending  smile 
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of  higher  h'ght,  that  only  seven  men  were  hit.  I 
only  know  that  before  evening  twenty-five  of  the 
Light  Horse  alone  were  brought  in  wounded,  not 
counting  the  dead,  and  not  counting  the  other 
mounted  troops,  all  of  whom  suffered. 

It  was  all  over  by  a  quarter-past  three.  The 
Dragoon  Guards,  who  had  been  trying  to  cover 
the  retreat,  galloped  back,  one  or  two  horses 
galloping  riderless.  Under  the  Red  Cross  flag 
the  dhoolies  then  began  to  go  out  to  pick  up  the 
results  of  the  battle.  For  an  hour  or  so  that 
work  lasted,  the  dead  and  dying  being  found 
among  the  ant-hills  where  they  fell.  Then  we  all 
trailed  back,  the  enemy  shelling  our  line  of 
retreat  from  three  sides,  and  we  in  such  a  mood 
that  we  cared  very  little  for  shells  or  anything 
else. 

November  4,  1899. 
This  morning  Sir  George  White  sent  Joubert  a 
letter  by  Major  Bateson,  asking  leave  for  the  non- 
combatants,  women  and  children  to  go  down  to 
Maritzburg.  The  morning  was  quiet,  most  people 
packing  up  in  hopes  of  going.  But  Joubert's 
answer  put  an  end  to  that.  The  wounded,  women, 
children,  and  other  non-combatants  might  be  col- 
lected  in  some  place  about   four  miles   from  the 
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town,  but  could  go  no  further.  All  who  remained 
would  be  treated  as  combatants.  I  don't  know 
what  other  answer  Joubert  could  have  given.  It 
was  a  mistake  to  ask  the  favour  at  all.  But  the 
General  advised  the  town  to  accept  the  proposal. 
At  a  strange  and  unorganised  public  meeting  on 
the  steps  of  the  Ionic  Public  Hall,  now  a  hospital, 
the  people  indignantly  rejected  the  terms.  Leave 
our  women  and  children  at  Intombi's  Spruit — the 
bushy  spot  fixed  upon,  five  miles  away — with 
Boers  creeping  round  them,  perhaps  using  them 
as  a  screen  for  attack  !  Britons  never,  never  will ! 
The  Mayor  hesitated,  the  Archdeacon  was  elo- 
quent, the  Scotch  proved  the  metaphysical  impos- 
sibility of  the  scheme.  Amid  shouts  and  cheers 
and  waving  parasols  the  people  raised  the  National 
Anthem,  and  for  once  there  was  some  dignity  in 
that  inferior  tune.  Everybody's  life  was  in  danger 
for  "  The  Queen."  The  proposal  to  leave  the 
town  was  flung  back  with  defiance.  Rather  let 
our  homes  be  flattened  out ! 

To-night  my  grey-haired  Cape-boy  and  my 
Zulu  came  to  me  in  silence  and  tears.  They  had 
hoped  for  escape.  They  longed  for  the  peace  of 
Maritzburg,  and  now,  like  myself,  they  were 
bottled  up   amid  "  pom-poms."     Had   I   not  pro- 
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mised  never  to  bring  them  into  danger — always 
to  leave  them  snug  in  the  rear  ?  They  were 
devoted  to  my  service.  Others  ran.  Them  no 
thought  of  safety  could  induce  to  leave  me.  But 
one  had  a  wife  and  descendants,  the  other  had 
ancestors.  It  was  pitiful.  Better  savages  never 
loomed  out  of  blackness.  In  sorrow  I  promised 
a  pension  for  the  widow  if  the  old  man  was  killed. 
"  But  how  if  you  get  pom-pom  too,  boss  ? "  he 
plaintively  asked.  I  pledged  the  Chronicle  to 
take  over  the  obligation.  The  word  "  obligation  " 
consoled  him.  The  lady's  name  is  Mrs.  Louis 
Nicodemus,  now  of  Maritzburg.  For  the  Zulu's 
ancestry  I  promised  no  provision. 


CHAPTER    VIII 

TRAGEDY   AND   COMEDY 

Sunday,  November  5,  1899. 

THE  armistice  lasted  all  day,  except  that  the 
enemy  threw  two  shells  at  a  waggon  going 
up  the  Helpmakaar  road  and  knocked  it  to  pieces, 
and,  I  hear,  killed  a  man  or  two — I  don't  know 
why.  The  townspeople  were  very  busy  building 
shelters  for  the  bombardment.  The  ends  of  bridges 
and  culverts  were  closed  up  with  sandbags  and 
stones.  Circular  forts  were  piled  in  the  safest 
places  among  the  rocks.  The  Army  Service  Corps 
constructed  a  magnificent  work  with  mealy-bags 
and  corn-beef  cases — a  perfect  palace  of  security. 
But,  as  usual,  the  Kaffirs  were  wisest.  They  have 
crept  up  the  river  banks  to  a  place  where  it  flows 
between  two  steep  hills  of  rock,  and  there  is  no 
access  but  by  a  narrow  footpath.     There  they  lie 

with  their  blankets  and  bits  of  things,  indifferent 
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to  time  and  space.  Some  sort  of  Zulu  missionary 
is  up  there,  too,  and  I  saw  him  nobly  washing  a 
cooking-pot  for  his  family,  dressed  in  little  but 
his  white  clerical  choker  and  a  sort  of  undivided 
skirt.  A  few  white  families  have  gone  to  the  same 
place,  and  I  helped  some  of  them  to  construct 
their  new  homes  in  the  rocks  amidst  great  merri- 
ment. The  boys  were  as  delighted  as  children 
with  a  spade  and  bucket  by  the  sea,  and  many  an 
impregnable  redoubt  was  thrown  up  with  a  dozen 
stones.  What  those  homes  will  be  like  at  the  end 
of  a  week  I  don't  know.  A  picnic  where  love  is 
may  be  endurable  for  one  afternoon,  when  there 
are  plenty  of  other  people  to  cook  and  wash  up. 
But  a  hungry  and  unclean  picnic  by  day  and 
night,  beside  a  muddy  river,  with  little  to  eat  and 
no  one  to  cook,  nowhere  to  sleep  but  the  rock,  and 
nothing  to  do  but  dodge  the  shells,  is  another 
story.  "  I  tell  you  what,"  said  a  serious  Tory 
soldier  to  me,  "  if  English  people  saw  this  sort  of 
thing,  they'd  hang  that  Chamberlain."  "  They 
won't  hang  him,  but  perhaps  they'll  make  him  a 
Lord,"  I  answered,  and  watched  the  women  trying 
to  keep  the  children  decent  while  their  husbands 
worked  the  pick. 

In  the  afternoon  the  trains  went  out,  bearing  the 
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wounded  to  their  new  camp  across  the  plain  at 
Intombi's  Spruit.  The  move  was  not  well  organised. 
From  dawn  the  ambulance  people  had  been  at 
work  shifting  the  hospital  tents  and  all  the  surgical 
necessities,  but  at  five  in  the  afternoon  a  note  came 
back  from  the  officer  in  camp  urging  us  not  to 
send  any  more  patients.  "  There  is  no  water,  no 
rations,"  it  said  ;  "  not  nearly  enough  tents  are 
pitched.  If  more  wounded  come,  they  will  have 
to  spend  the  night  on  the  open  veldt."  But  the 
long  train  was  already  made  up.  The  wounded 
were  packed  in  it.  It  was  equally  impossible  to 
leave  them  there  or  to  take  them  back.  So  on 
they  went.  In  all  that  crowd  of  suffering  men  I 
did  not  hear  a  single  complaint.  Administra- 
tion is  not  the  strong  point  of  the  British  officer. 
"  We  are  only  sportsmen,"  said  one  of  them  with 
a  sigh,  as  he  crawled  up  the  platform,  torn  with 
dysentery  and  fever. 

In  front  of  the  wounded  were  a  lot  of  open 
trucks  for  such  townspeople  as  chose  to  go.  They 
had  hustled  a  few  rugs  and  lumps  of  bedding 
together,  and,  sitting  on  these,  they  made  the  best 
of  war.  But  not  many  went,  and  most  of  those 
had  relations  among  the  Boers  or  were  Boers 
themselves. 
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When  the  trains  had  gone,  Captain  Lambton, 
of  the  Powerful,  showed  mc  the  new  protection 
which  his  men  and  the  sappers  had  built  ruund 
the  great  4.7  in.  gun,  which  is  always  kept 
trained  on  "  Long  Tom."  The  sailors  call  the 
gun  "  Lady  Anne,"  in  compliment  to  Captain 
Lambton's  sister,  but  the  soldiers  have  named  it 
"  Weary  Willie" — I  don't  know  why.  The  fellow 
gun  on  Cove  Hill  is  called  "  Bloody  Mary " — 
which  is  no  compliment  to  anybody.  The  earth- 
work running  round  the  "  Lady  Anne  "  is  eighteen 
feet  deep  at  the  base.  Had  it  been  as  deep  the 
first  day  she  came,  Lieutenant  Egerton  would  still 
be  at  her  side. 

November  6,  1899. 
When  the  melodrama  doesn't  come  off,  an  in- 
dignant l^riton  demands  his  money  back.  Our 
melodrama  has  not  come  off.  We  were  quite 
ready  to  give  it  a  favourable  reception.  The 
shops  were  shut,  business  abandoned.  Many  had 
taken  secure  places  the  night  before,  so  as  to  be 
in  plenty  of  time.  Nearly  all  were  seated  expec- 
tant long  before  dawn.  The  rising  sun  was  to 
ring  the  curtain  up.  It  rose.  The  curtain  never 
stirred.  From  whom  shall  we  indignant  Britons 
demand  our  money  back  ? 
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With  the  first  glimmer  of  light  between  the 
stars  over  Bulwan,  those  few  who  had  stayed  the 
night  under  roofs  began  creeping  away  to  the 
holes  in  the  river  bank  or  the  rough,  scrubby 
ground  at  the  foot  of  the  hills  south-west  of  the 
town,  where  the  Manchesters  guard  the  ridge. 
Then  we  all  waited,  silent  with  expectation.  The 
clouds  turned  crimson.  At  five  the  sun  marched 
up  in  silence.  Not  a  gun  was  heard.  "  They  will 
begin  at  six,"  we  said.  Not  a  sound.  "  They  are 
having  a  good  breakfast,"  we  thought.  Eight 
came,  and  we  began  to  move  about  uneasily. 
Two  miserable  shells  whizzed  over  my  head, 
obviously  aimed  only  at  the  balloon  which  was 
just  coming  down.  "Call  that  a  performance?" 
we  grumbled.  We  left  our  seats.  We  went  on 
to  the  stage  of  the  town.  What  was  the  matter  ? 
Was  "  Long  Tom  "  ill  ?  Had  the  Basutos  overrun 
the  Free  State?  Had  Buller  really  advanced? 
Lieutenant  Hooper,  of  the  5th  Lancers,  had 
walked  through  from  Maritzburg,  passing  the 
Royal  Irish  sentries  at  2  a.m.  He  brought  news 
of  a  division  coming  to  our  rescue.  Was  that 
the  reason  of  the  day's  failure?  So  speculation 
chattered.  The  one  thing  certain  was  that  the 
performance  did  not  come  off,  and  there  was  no 
one  to  give  us  our  money  back. 
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So  we  spent  the  day  wandering  round  the  out- 
posts, washing  ourselves  and  our  rags  in  the  yellow 
river,  trying  to  get  the  horses  to  drink  the  water 
afterwards,  contemplating  the  picturesque,  and 
pretending  to  cook.  Perhaps  the  greatest  interest 
was  the  work  upon  a  series  of  caves  in  the  river- 
bank,  behind  the  Intelligence  Office.  They  are 
square-topped,  with  straight  sides,  cut  clean  into 
the  hard,  sandy  cliff.  The  Light  Horse  have  made 
them  for  themselves  and  their  ammunition.  On 
the  opposite  side  the  Archdeacon  has  hollowed 
out  a  noble,  ecclesiastical  burrow.  On  the  hills 
the  soldiers  are  still  at  work  completing  their 
shelter-trenches  and  walls.  I  think  the  Rifle 
Brigade  on  King's  Post  (the  signal  hill  of  a  month 
ago)  have  built  the  finest  series  of  defences,  for 
they  have  made  covered  pits  against  shrapnel. 
But  perhaps  they  are  more  exposed  than  all  the 
others  except  the  Devons,  who  lie  along  a  low 
ridge  beside  the  Helpmakaar  road,  open  to  shell 
from  two  points,  and  perhaps  to  rifle-fire  also. 
The  Irish  Fusiliers,  under  Major  Churchill,  have  a 
very  ingenious  series  of  walls  and  covers.  The 
main  Manchesters'  defences  are  circular  like  forts  ; 
so  are  the  Gordons'  and  the  K.R.R.'s.  All  are 
provisioned  for  fourteen  days. 
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I  spent  the  afternoon  searching  for  a  runner,  a 
Kaffir  the  colour  of  night,  who  would  steal  through 
the  Boer  lines  in  the  dark  with  a  telegram.     In 
my  search  I  lost  two  hours  through  the  conscien- 
tiousness of  the  5th  Lancers,  who  arrested  me  and 
sent  me  from  pillar  to  post,  just  as  if  I  was  seeking 
information  at  the  War  Office.     At  last  they  took 
me — the  Colonel  himself,  three  privates  with  rifles 
and  a  mounted  orderly  with  a  lance — took  me  to 
the  General  Staff,  and  there  the  absurdity  ended. 
But  seriously,  what  is  the  good  of  having  the  very 
highest  and  most  authoritative  passes   possible — 
one  from  the  War  Office  and  one  from  the  head 
of  the  Intelligence  Department  here — if  any  con- 
scientious colonel  can  refuse  to  acknowledge  them, 
and  drag  a  correspondent  about  amid  the  derision 
of  Kaffirs  and  coolies,  and  of  Dutchmen  who  are 
known    perfectly   well    to    send    every   scrap    of 
intelligence  to  their  friends  outside  ?     I   lost  two 
hours  ;    probably  I    lost  my  chance  of  getting  a 
runner  through.     I  had  complied  with  the  regula- 
tions in  every  possible  respect.     My  pass  was  in 
my  hand  ;  and  what  was  the  good  of  it  ? 

But  after  all  we  are  in  the  midst  of  a  tragedy. 
Let  us  not  be  too  serious.  Dishevelled  women  are 
peering  out  of  their  dens  in  the  rocks  and  holes 
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in  the  sand.  They  crawl  into  the  evening  h'ght, 
shaking  the  dirt  from  their  petticoats  and  the  sand 
from  their  back  hair.  They  rub  the  children's 
faces  round  with  the  tails  of  their  gowns.  They 
tempt  scraps  of  flame  to  take  the  chill  off  the 
yellow  water  for  the  children's  tea.  After  sun- 
down a  steady  Scotch  drizzle  settles  down  upon 
us, 

November  7,  1899. 
To-day  the  melodrama  has  begun  in  earnest. 
"  Long  Tom  "  and  four  or  five  smaller  guns  from 
Bulwan,  and  a  nearer  battery  to  the  north-west, 
began  hurling  percussion  shell  and  shrapnel  upon 
the  Naval  batteries  at  half-past  seven.  Our  "Lady 
Anne  "  answered,  but  after  flinging  shells  into  the 
immense  earthworks  for  an  hour  or  two  without 
much  effect,  both  sides  got  tired  of  that  game. 
But  the  Boer  fire  was  not  quite  without  effect,  for 
one  of  the  smaller  shells  burst  right  inside  the 
"  Lady  Anne's  "  private  chamber  and  carried  away 
part  of  the  protecting  gear,  not  killing  any  men. 
Then  "  Long  Tom  "  was  deliberately  turned  upon 
the  town,  especially  upon  the  Convent,  which 
stands  high  on  the  ridge,  and  is  used  as  a  hospital. 
His  shells  went  crashing  among  the  houses,  but 
happily  land  is  cheap  in  South  Africa  still,  and  the 
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houses,  as  a  rule,  are  built  on  separate  plots,  so 
that  as  often  as  not  the  shells  fall  in  a  garden  bush 
or  among  the  clothes-lines.  Only  two  Indian 
bearers  were  wounded  and  a  few  horses  and  cattle 
killed.  Things  went  pretty  quietly  through  the 
morning,  except  that  there  was  a  good  deal  of 
firing — shell  and  rifle — on  the  high  ridge  south- 
west, where  the  Manchesters  are.  About  two 
o'clock  I  started  for  that  position,  and  being  fond 
of  short  cuts,  thought  I  would  ford  the  river  at 
a  break  in  its  steep  banks  instead  of  going  round 
by  the  iron  bridge.  Mr.  Melton  Prior  was  with 
me,  for  I  had  promised  to  show  him  a  quiet  place 
for  sketching  the  whole  view  of  the  town  in  peace. 
As  we  came  to  the  river  a  shell  pitched  near  us, 
but  we  did  not  take  much  notice  of  it.  In  the 
middle  of  the  ford  we  took  the  opportunity  of 
letting  the  horses  drink,  and  they  stood  drinking 
like  the  orphan  lamb.  Suddenly  there  was  some- 
thing more  than  the  usual  bang,  crash,  scream  of 
a  big  shell,  and  the  water  was  splashed  with  lumps 
and  shreds  of  iron,  my  hat  was  knocked  off  and 
lay  wrecked  in  the  stream,  and  the  horses  were 
dashing  this  way  and  that  with  terror.  "  Are  you 
killed  ? "  shouted  Mr.  Prior.  "  I  don't  think  so,"  I 
said.     "  Are  you  ? "     And  then  I  had  to  lash  my 
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horse  back  to  the  place  lest  my  hat  should  sail 
down-stream  and  adorn  a  Queen's  enemy.  There 
is  nothing  like  shell-fire  for  giving  lessons  in 
horsemanship. 

The  Manchesters  had  been  having  an  uncomfort- 
able time  of  it,  and  I  found  Sir  George  White  and 
his  staff  up  on  their  hill.  As  we  walked  about,  the 
little  puffs  of  dust  kept  rising  at  our  feet.  We 
were  within  rifle-fire,  though  at  long  range.  Now 
and  then  a  very  peculiar  little  shell  was  thrown  at 
us.  One  went  straight  through  a  tent,  but  we 
could  not  find  it  afterwards.  It  was  a  shell  like  a 
viper.  I  left  the  Manchesters  putting  up  barbed- 
wire  entanglements  to  increase  their  defence,  and 
came  back  to  try  to  find  another  runner.  The 
shells  were  falling  very  thick  in  the  town,  and  for 
the  first  time  people  were  rather  scared.  As  I 
write  one  bursts  just  over  this  little  tin  house.  It 
is  shrapnel,  and  the  iron  rain  falls  hammering  on 
the  roof,  but  it  does  not  come  through.  Two 
windows  only  are  broken.  Probably  it  burst  too 
high. 

November  8,  1 899. 
Fairly   quiet   day.     The    great    event   was   the 
appearance  of  a  new  "  Long  Tom  "  on  the  Bulwan. 
He  is  to  be  called  "  Puffing  Billy,"  from  the  vast 
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quantity  of  smoke  he  pours  out.  Nothing  else 
of  great  importance  happened.  Major  Grant,  of 
the  Intelh'gence,  was  slightly  wounded  while 
sketching  on  the  Manchesters'  ridge.  Coolies 
wandered  about  the  streets  all  day  with  tin  boxes 
or  Asiatic  bundles  on  their  heads.  Joubert  had 
sent  them  in  as  a  present  from  Dundee.  They 
were  refugees  from  that  unhappy  town,  and  after  a 
visit  to  Pretoria,  they  are  now  dumped  down  here 
to  help  devour  our  rations.  Some  Europeans  have 
come,  too — guards,  signalmen  and  shopkeepers — 
who  report  immense  reinforcements  coming  up 
for  the  Boers.  Is  there  not  something  a  little 
mediaeval  in  sending  a  crowd  of  hungry  non- 
combatants  into  an  invested  town  ? 


CHAPTER    IX 

INCIDENTS,  ACCIDENTS,   AND   REALITIES 

Ladysmith,  Novejnber  (),  1899.' 

A  DAY  of  furious  and  general  attack.  Just 
before  five  I  was  wakened  by  a  shell 
blustering  through  the  eucalyptus  outside  my 
window,  and  bursting  in  a  gully  beyond.  "  Lady 
Anne "  answered  at  once,  and  soon  all  the  Naval 
Brigade  guns  were  in  full  cry.  What  should  we 
have  done  without  the  Naval  guns?  We  have 
nothing  else  but  ordinary  field  artillery,  quite 
unable  to  reply  to  the  heavy  guns  which  the  Boers 
have  now  placed  in  position  round  the  town.  Yet 
they  only  came  up  at  the  last  moment,  and  it  was 
a  mere  piece  of  luck  they  got  through  at  all. 
Standing  behind  them  on  the  ridge  above  my  tin 
house,  I  watched  the  firing  till  nine  o'clock,  dodging 

'  Despatched   by   runner  on  November  20,  but  returned  to  the 
writer  on  December  23,  and  despatched  again  on  January  i. 
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behind  a  loose  wall  to  avoid  the  splinters  which 
buzz  through  the  air  after  each  shot,  and  are  some- 
times strangely  slow  to  fall.  Once  after  "  Long 
Tom  "  had  fired  I  stood  up,  thinking  all  was  over, 
when  a  big  fragment  hummed  gently  above  my 
head,  went  through  the  roof  and  ceiling  of  a  house  a 
hundred  yards  behind,  and  settled  on  a  shell-proof 
spring  mattress  in  the  best  bedroom.  One  of  the 
little  boys  running  out  from  the  family  burrow  in 
the  rocks  was  delighted  to  find  it  there,  and  carried 
it  off  to  add  to  his  collection  of  moths  and  birds' 
eggs.  The  estimate  of  "  Long  Tom's  "  shell  has 
risen  from  4olbs.  to  961bs.  and  I  believe  that  to  be 
the  true  weight.  One  of  them  to-day  dug  a 
stupendous  hole  in  the  pavement  just  before  one 
of  the  principal  shops,  and  broke  yards  of  shutter 
and  plate  glass  to  pieces.  It  was  quite  pleasant  to 
see  a  shop  open  again. 

So  the  bombardment  went  on  with  violence  all 
the  morning.  The  troglodytes  in  their  burrows 
alone  thought  themselves  safe,  but,  in  fact,  only 
five  men  were  killed,  and  not  all  of  those  by  shell. 
One  was  a  fine  sergeant  of  the  Liverpools,  who 
held  the  base  of  the  Helpmakaar  road  where  it 
leaves  the  town  eastward.  Sergeant  Macdonald 
was  his  name,   a   man   full  of  zeal,    and    always 
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tempted  into  danger  by  curiosity,  as  most  people 
are.  Instead  of  keeping  under  shelter  of  the 
sangar  when  the  guns  on  Buhvan  were  shelling  the 
position,  he  must  needs  go  outside  "  to  have  a 
look."  The  contents  of  a  shell  took  him  full  in 
front.  Any  of  his  nine  wounds  would  have  been 
fatal.  His  head  and  face  seemed  shattered  to  bits  ; 
yet  he  did  not  lose  consciousness,  but  said  to  his 
captain,  "  I'd  better  have  stopped  inside,  sir."  He 
died  on  the  way  to  hospital. 

A  private  of  the  Liverpools  was  killed  too. 
About  twenty-four  in  all  were  wounded,  chiefly  by 
rifle  fire.  Captain  Lethbridge  of  the  Rifle  Brigade 
being  severely  injured  in  the  spine.  Lieutenant 
Fisher,  of  the  Manchesters,  had  been  shot  through 
the  shoulder  earlier  in  the  day,  but  did  not  even 
report  himself  as  wounded  until  evening. 

After  all,  the  rifle,  as  Napoleon  said,  is  the 
only  thing  that  counts,  and  to-day  we  had  a  great 
deal  of  it  at  various  points  in  our  long  line  of 
defence.  That  line  is  like  a  horseshoe,  ten  to 
twelve  miles  round. 

The  chief  attacks  were  directed  against  the 
Manchesters  in  Caesar's  Camp  (we  are  very  historic 
in  South  Africa)  and  against  a  mixed  force  on 
Observation   Hill,    two   companies    of    the    Rifle 
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Brigade,  two  of  the  King's  Royal  Rifles,  and  the 
5th  Lancers  dismounted.  The  Manchesters 
suffered  most.  Since  the  investment  began  the 
enemy  has  never  left  them  in  peace.  They  are 
exposed  to  shells  from  three  positions,  and  to 
continual  sniping  from  the  opposite  hill.  It  is 
more  than  a  week  since  even  the  officers  washed  or 
took  their  clothes  off,  and  now  the  men  have  been 
obliged  to  strike  their  tents  because  the  shells  and 
rifles  were  spoiling  the  stuff 

The  various  companies  get  into  their  sangars 
at  3  a.m.,  and  stay  there  till  it  is  dark  again. 
Two  companies  were  to-day  thrown  out  along  the 
further  edge  of  their  hill  in  extended  order  as  firing 
line,  and  soon  after  dawn  the  Boers  began  to  creep 
down  the  opposite  steep  by  two  or  three  at  a  time 
into  one  of  the  many  farms  owned  by  Bester,  a 
notorious  traitor,  now  kept  safe  in  Ladysmith.  All 
morning  the  firing  was  very  heavy,  many  of  the 
bullets  coming  right  over  the  hill  and  dropping 
near  the  town.  Our  men  kept  very  still,  only  firing 
when  they  saw  their  mark.  Three  of  them  were 
killed,  thirteen  wounded.  Before  noon  a  field 
battery  came  up  to  support  the  battalion,  and 
against  that  terrifying  shrapnel  of  ours  the  Boers 
attempted  no  further  advance.     In  the  same  way 
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they  came  creeping  up  against  Observation  Hill  (a 
barren  rocky  ridge  on  the  north-west  of  the  town), 
hiding  by  any  tree  or  stone,  but  were  completely 
checked  by  four  companies  of  Rifles,  with  two  guns 
and  the  dismounted  Lancers.  They  say  the  Boer 
loss  was  very  heavy  at  both  places.  It  is  hard  to 
know. 

In  the  afternoon  things  were  fairly  quiet,  but  in 
walking  along  the  low  ridge  held  by  the  Liverpools 
and  Devons,  I  was  sniped  at  every  time  my  head 
showed  against  the  sky.  At  4  p.m.  there  was  a 
peculiar  forward  movement  of  our  cavalry  and 
guns  along  the  Helpmakaar  road,  which  came  to 
nothing  being  founded  on  false  information,  such 
as  comes  in  hourly. 

The  great  triumph  of  the  day  was  certainly  the 
Royal  salute  at  noon  in  honour  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales.  Twenty-one  guns  with  shotted  charge, 
and  all  fired  slap  upon  "  Long  Tom  "  !  It  was  the 
happiest  moment  in  the  Navy's  life  for  many  a 
year.  One  after  another  the  shot  flew.  "  Long 
Tom  "  was  so  bev/ildered  he  has  not  spoken  since. 
The  cheering  in  the  camps  was  heard  for  miles. 
People  thought  the  relief  division  was  in  sight. 
But  we  were  only  signifying  that  the  Prince  was  a 
year  older. 
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November  lo,  1899. 
Another  morning  of  unusual  quiet.  People 
sicken  of  the  monotony  when  shells  are  not  flying. 
We  don't  know  any  reason  for  the  calm,  except 
that  the  Dutch  are  burying  their  dead  of  yesterday. 
But  the  peace  is  welcome,  and  in  riding  round  our 
positions  I  found  nearly  all  the  men  lying  asleep 
in  the  sun.  The  wildest  stories  flew :  General 
French  had  been  seen  in  the  street ;  his  brigade 
was  almost  in  sight ;  Methuen  was  at  Colenso  with 
overwhelming  force.  The  townspeople  took  heart. 
One  man  who  had  spent  his  days  in  a  stinking 
culvert  since  the  siege  began  now  crept  into  the 
sun.  "  They  are  arrant  cowards,  these  Boers,"  he 
cried,  stamping  the  echoing  ground  ;  "  why  don't 
they  come  on  and  fight  us  like  men  ? "  So  the 
day  wears.  At  four  o'clock  comes  an  African 
thunderstorm  with  a  deluge  of  rain,  filling  the 
water  tanks  and  slaking  the  dust,  grateful  to  all 
but  the  men  of  both  armies  uncovered  on  the 
rocks. 

November  11,  1899. 

A    soaking    early    morning   with    minute   rain, 

hiding  all  the  circle  of  the  hills,  for  which  reason 

there  is  no  bombardment  yet,  and  I  have  spent  a 

quiet    hour    with    Colonel    Stoneman,    arranging 


INCIDENTS,   ACCIDENTS,  REALITIES     89 

rations  for  my  men  and  beasts,  and  taking  a  lesson 
how  to  organise  supplies  and  yet  keep  an  unruffled 
mind.  The  rest  of  the  morning  I  sat  with  a 
company  of  the  60th  (K.R.R.)  on  the  top  of  Cove 
Hill  (another  of  the  many  Aldershot  names).  The 
men  had  been  lining  the  exposed  edge  of 
Observation  Hill  all  night,  without  any  shelter, 
whilst  the  thick  cold  rain  fell  upon  them.  It  was 
raining  still,  and  they  lay  about  among  the  rocks 
and  thorny  mimosa  bushes  in  rather  miserable 
condition. 

It  would  be  a  good  thing  if  the  Army  could  be 
marched  through  Regent  Street  as  the  men  look 
this  morning.  It  would  teach  people  more  about 
war  than  a  hundred  pictures  of  plumed  horsemen 
and  the  dashing  charge.  The  smudgy  khaki 
uniforms  soaked  through  and  through,  stained 
black  and  green  and  dingy  red  with  wet  and  earth 
and  grass  ;  the  draggled  great-coats,  heavy  with 
rain  and  thick  with  mud  ;  the  heavy  sopping  boots, 
the  blackened,  battered  helmets ;  the  blackened, 
battered  faces  below  them,  unwashed  and 
unshaved  since  the  siege  began  ;  the  eyes  heavy 
and  bloodshot  with  sun  and  rain  and  want  of 
sleep  ;  the  peculiar  smell — there  is  not  much  brass 
band  and  glory  about  us  now. 
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At  noon  the  mist  lifted,  and  just  before  one  the 
Boer  guns  opened  fire  nearly  all  round  the 
horsehoe,  except  that  the  Manchesters  were  left  in 
peace.  I  think  only  one  new  gun  had  been  placed 
in  position,  but  another  had  been  cleverly  checked. 
As  a  rule,  it  has  been  our  polite  way  to  let  the 
Boers  settle  their  guns  comfortably  in  their  places, 
and  then  to  try  in  vain  to  blow  them  out.  Yester- 
day the  enemy  were  fortifying  a  gun  on  Star 
Hill,  when  one  of  our  artillery  captains  splashed  a 
shell  right  into  the  new  wall.  We  could  see  the 
Boer  gunners  running  out  on  both  sides,  and  the 
fort  has  not  been  continued. 

To-day  "Long  Tom's"  shells  were  thrown  pretty 
much  at  random  about  the  town.  One  blew  a 
mule's  head  off  close  to  the  bank,  and  disem- 
bowelled a  second.  One  vvent  into  the  "  Scotch 
House"  and  cleared  the  shop.  A  third  pitched 
close  to  the  Anglican  Church,  and  brought  the 
Archdeacon  out  of  burrow.  But  there  was  no  real 
loss,  except  that  one  of  the  Naval  Brigade  got  a 
splinter  in  the  forehead.  My  little  house  had 
another  dose  of  shrapnel,  and  on  coming  in  I 
found  a  soldier  digging  up  the  bits  in  the  garden  ; 
but  the  Scotch  owner  drove  him  away  for 
"  interfering  with  the  mineral  rights."     At  3.30  the 
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mist  fell  again,  and  there  was  very  little  firing  after 
4.  Out  on  the  flat  beyond  the  racecourse  our  men 
were  engaged  in  blowing  up  and  burning  some 
little  farms  and  kraals  which  sheltered  the  Boer 
scouts.  As  I  look  towards  the  Bulwan  I  see  the 
yellow  blaze  of  their  fires. 

Sunday,  November  12,  1899. 

Amid  all  the  estimable  qualities  of  the  Boer 
race  there  is  none  more  laudable  than  their 
respect  for  the  Sabbath  day.  It  has  been  a  calm 
and  sunny  day.  Not  a  shot  was  fired — no 
sniping  even.  We  feel  like  grouse  on  a  pious 
Highland  moor  when  Sunday  comes,  and  even  the 
laird  dares  not  shoot.  The  cave  dwellers  left  their 
holes  and  flaunted  in  the  light  of  day.  In  the 
main  street  I  saw  a  perambulator,  stuffed  with 
human  young.  Pickets  and  outposts  stretched 
their  limbs  in  the  sun.  Soldiers  off  duty  scraped 
the  clods  off  their  boots  and  polished  up  their 
bayonets.  Officers  shaved  and  gloried  over  a 
leisurely  breakfast.  For  myself,  I  washed  my 
shirt  and  hung  it  on  the  line  of  fire  to  dr}'. 

In  the  morning  one  of  the  Irish  Brigade  rode  in 
through  the  Liverpools'  picket.  He  was  "  fed  up  " 
with    the    business,    as    the    soldiers    say.       He 
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reported  that  only  about  seventy  of  the  Brigade 
were  left.  He  also  said  the  Boer  commandants 
were  holding  a  great  meeting  to-day — whether  for 
psalms  or  strategy  I  don't  know  ;  probably  both. 
We  heard  the  usual  rumours  that  the  Boers  were 
going  or  had  gone.  Climbing  to  the  Manchesters' 
post  for  the  view,  I  could  see  three  Boer  trains 
waiting  at  Modder's  Spruit  station,  about  six  miles 
up  the  Newcastle  line.  Did  they  bring  reinforce- 
ments, or  were  they  waiting  to  take  "  Long  Tom  " 
home  by  return  ticket?  We  shall  know  to- 
morrow. Over  the  valley  where  we  repulsed 
Thursday's  attack,  the  vultures  flew  as  thick  as 
swifts  upon  the  Severn  at  twilight.  Those  were 
the  only  signs  of  war — those  and  the  little  forts 
which  hid  the  guns.  Otherwise  the  enormous 
landscape  lay  at  peace.  I  have  never  seen  it  so 
clear — the  precipitous  barrier  of  the  Basuto 
mountains,  lined  with  cloud,  and  still  touched 
with  snow :  the  great  sculptured  mountains  that 
mark  the  Free  State  border :  and  then  the  scenes 
which  have  become  so  familiar  to  us  all — Elands 
Laagte,  Tinta  Inyoni,  Pepworth  Hill,  Lombard's 
Kop,  and  the  great  Bulwan.  Turning  to  the 
south  we  looked  across  to  the  nearer  hills,  beyond 
which    lie    Colenso,   Estcourt,   and    the    road   to 
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Maritzburg  and  the  sea.     It  is  from  beyond  those 
hills  that  our  help  is  coming. 

The  Boers  have  many  estimable  qualities. 
They  are  one  of  the  few  admirable  races  still 
surviving,  and  they  conduct  this  siege  with  real 
consideration  and  gentlemanly  feeling.  They 
observe  the  Sabbath.  They  give  us  quiet  nights. 
After  a  violent  bombardment  they  generally  give 
us  at  least  one  day  to  calm  down.  Their  hours 
for  slaughter  are  six  to  six,  and  they  seldom 
overstep  them.  They  knock  off  for  meals — 
unfashionably  early,  it  is  true,  but  it  would  be 
petty  to  complain.  Like  good  employers,  they 
seldom  expose  our  lives  to  danger  for  more  than 
eight  hours  a  day.  They  are  a  little  capricious, 
perhaps,  in  the  use  of  the  white  flag.  At  the 
beginning  of  the  siege  our  "  Lady  Anne  "  killed  or 
wounded  some  of  "  Long  Tom's "  gunners  and 
damaged  the  gun.  Whereupon  the  Boers  hoisted 
the  white  flag  over  him  till  the  place  was  cleared 
and  he  was  put  to  rights  again.  Then  they  drew 
it  down  and  went  on  firing.  It  was  the  sort  of 
thing  schoolboys  might  do.  Captain  Lambton 
complained  that  by  the  laws  of  war  the  gun  was 
permanently  out  of  action.  But  "Long  Tom"  goes 
on  as  before. 
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I  think  the  best  story  of  the  siege  comes  from  a 
Kaffir  who  walked  in  a  few  days  ago.  In  the 
Boer  camp  behind  Pepworth  Hill  he  had  seen  the 
men  being  taught  bayonet  exercise  with  our  Lee- 
Metfords,  captured  at  Dundee.  The  Boer  has  no 
bayonet  or  steel  of  his  own,  and  for  an  assault  on 
the  town  he  will  need  it.  Instruction  was  being 
given  by  a  prisoner — a  sergeant  of  the  Royal  Irish 
Fusiliers — with  a  rope  round  his  neck  ! 

November  13,  1899. 

The  Boer  method  of  siege  is  quite  inexplicable. 
Perhaps  it  comes  of  inexperience.  Perhaps  they 
have  been  studying  the  sieges  of  ancient  history 
and  think  they  are  doing  quite  the  proper  thing  in 
sitting  down  round  a  garrison,  putting  in  a  few 
shells  and  waiting.  But  they  forget  that,  though 
the  sieges  of  ancient  history  lasted  ten  years, 
nowadays  we  really  can't  afford  the  time.  The 
Boers,  we  hope,  have  scarcely  ten  days,  yet  they 
loiter  along  as  though  eternity  was  theirs. 

To-day   they   began    soon    after   five   with    the 

usual    cannonade    from    "  Long   Tom,"    "  Puffing 

Billy,"  and  three  or  four  smaller  guns,  command- 

ng   the    Naval    batteries.      The   answers   of  our 

"Lady   Anne"   and    "Bloody   Mary"   shook   me 
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awake,  and,  seated  on  the  hill,  I  watched  the  big 
guns  pounding  at  each  other  for  about  three  hours, 
when  there  came  an  interval  for  breakfast.  As  far 
as  I  could  make  out,  neither  side  did  the  other 
the  least  harm.  It  was  simply  an  unlucrative 
exchange  of  so  much  broken  iron  between  two 
sensible  and  prudent  nations.  The  moment 
"Tom"  or  "Billy"  flashed,  "Anne"  or  "Mary" 
flashed  too.  Our  shells  do  the  distance  about  two 
and  a-half  seconds  quicker  than  theirs,  so  that  we 
can  see  the  result  of  our  shot  just  before  one  has 
to  duck  behind  the  stones  for  the  crash  and  whiz 
of  the  enormous  shells  which  started  first.  To-day 
most  of  "  Tom's  "  shells  passed  over  the  batteries, 
and  plunged  down  the  hill  into  the  town  beyond. 
It  is  supposed  that  he  must  be  wearing  out.  He 
has  been  firing  here  pretty  steadily  for  over  a 
fortnight,  to  say  nothing  of  his  work  at  Dundee. 
But  I  think  his  fire  upon  the  town  is  quite  de- 
liberate. He  might  pound  away  at  "  Lady  Anne  " 
for  ever,  but  there  is  always  a  chance  that  961bs. 
of  iron  exploding  in  a  town  may,  at  all  events,  kill 
a  mule. 

So  the  bombardment  went  on  cheerily  through 
the  early  morning,  till  about  10.30  it  slackened 
down  in  the  inexplicable  Boer  fashion,  and  hardly 
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one  shot  an  hour  was  fired  afterwards.  The  sur- 
mise goes  that  Joubert  cannot  get  his  men  up  to 
the  attacking  point.  Their  loss  last  Saturday  was 
certainly  heavy. 

Yesterday  the  Boers,  with  fine  simplicity,  sent 
to  our  ambulance  camp  for  some  chlorodyne  be- 
cause they  had  run  short  of  it,  and  were  troubled 
with  dysentery  like  ourselves.  Being  at  heart  a 
kindly  people,  we  gave  them  what  they  wanted 
and  a  little  brandy  besides.  The  British  soldier 
thereupon  invents  the  satire  that  Joubert  asked  for 
some  forage  because  his  horses  were  hungry,  and 
Sir  George  White  replied  :  "  I  would  very  gladly 
accede  to  your  request,  but  have  only  enough 
forage  myself  to  last  three  years." 

The  day  passed,  and  we  did  not  lose  a  single 
man.  Yet  the  enemy  must  have  enjoyed  one 
incident.  I  was  riding  up  to  spend  an  hour  in  the 
afternoon  with  Major  Churcher  and  the  200  Royal 
Irish  Fusiliers  left  at  Range  Post,  when  on  an  open 
space  between  me  and  their  little  camp  I  saw  a 
squadron  of  the  i8th  Hussars  circling  and  doub- 
ling about  as  though  they  were  practising  for  the 
military  tournament.  Almost  before  I  had  time 
to  think,  bang  came  a  huge  shell  from  "  Puffing 
Billy  "  just  over  my  head,  and  pitched  between  me 
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and  them.  Happily,  it  fell  short,  but  it  gave  the 
Dutch  gunners  a  wonderful  display  of  our  cavalry's 
excellence.  Even  before  I  could  come  up  men 
and  horses  had  vanished  into  air. 

All  day  strange  rumours  have  been  afloat  about 
the  Division  supposed  to  be  coming  to  our  relief. 
It  was  expected  to-morrow.  Now  it  is  put  off  till 
Thursday.  It  is  even  whispered  it  will  sit  quiet  at 
Estcourt,  and  not  come  to  our  relief  at  all.  To- 
night is  bitterly  cold,  and  the  men  are  chilled  to 
the  stomach  on  the  bare  hillsides. 

November  14,  1899. 
The  siege  is  becoming  very  tedious,  and  we  are 
losing  heart.  Depression  was  to-day  increased  by 
one  of  those  futile  sorties  which  only  end  in  retire- 
ment. In  the  early  morning  a  large  Boer  convoy 
of  waggons  was  seen  moving  along  the  road  beyond 
Bluebank  towards  the  north,  about  eight  miles 
away.  Ninety  waggons  were  reported.  One  man 
counted  twenty-five,  another  thirteen.  I  myself 
saw  two.  At  all  events,  waggons  were  there,  and 
we  thought  of  capturing  them.  But  it  was  past  ten 
before  even  the  nucleus  of  a  force  reached  Range 
Post,  and  the  waggons  were  already  far  away. 
Out   trotted   the    iSth   and    19th    Hussars,   three 

H 
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batteries,  and  the  Imperial  Light  Horse  on  to  the 
undulating  plain  leading  up  to  the  ridge  of  Blue- 
bank,  where  the  Boers  have  one  gun  and  plenty  of 
rocks  to  hide  behind.  That  gun  opened  fire  at 
once,  and  was  supported  by  "  Faith,"  "  Hope,"  and 
"  Charity,"  three  black-powder  guns  along  Tele- 
graph Hill,  besides  the  two  guns  on  Surprise  Hill. 
In  fact,  all  the  Boer  guns  chimed  in  round  the 
circle,  and  for  two  hours  it  was  difficult  to  trace 
where  each  whizzing  shell  came  from,  familiar 
though  we  are  with  their  peculiar  notes. 

Meantime  our  batteries  kept  sprinkling  shrapnel 
over  Bluebank  with  their  usual  steadiness  and  per- 
fection of  aim.  The  enemy's  gun  was  soon  either 
silenced  or  withdrawn.  The  rifle  fire  died  down. 
Not  a  Boer  was  to  be  seen  upon  the  ridge,  but 
three  galloped  away  over  the  plains  behind  as 
though  they  had  enough  of  it.  The  Light  Horse 
dismounted  and  advanced  to  Star  Point.  All 
looked  well.  We  expected  to  see  infantry  called 
up  to  advance  upon  the  ridge,  while  our  cavalry 
swept  round  upon  the  fugitives  in  the  rear.  But 
nothing  of  the  kind  happened. 

Suddenly  the  Light  Horse  walked  back  to  their 
horses  and  retired.  One  by  one  the  batteries 
retired  at  a  walk.     The  cavalry  followed.     Before 
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two  o'clock  the  whole  force  was  back  again  over 
Range  Post.  The  enemy  poured  in  all  the  shells 
and  bullets  they  could,  but  our  men  just  came 
back  at  a  walk,  and  only  four  were  wounded.  I 
am  told  General  Brocklehurst  was  under  strict 
orders  not  to  lose  men. 

The  shells  did  more  damage  than  usual  in  the 
town.  Three  houses  were  wrecked,  one  "  Long 
Tom  "  shell  falling  into  Captain  Valentine's  dining- 
room,  and  disturbing  the  breakfast  things.  Another 
came  through  two  bedrooms  in  the  hotel,  and 
spoilt  the  look  of  the  smoking-room.  But  I  think 
the  only  man  killed  was  a  Carbineer,  who  had  his 
throat  cut  by  a  splinter  as  he  lay  asleep  in  his 
tent. 

Just  after  midnight  a  very  unusual  thing  hap- 
pened. Each  of  the  Boer  guns  fired  one  shot. 
Apparently  they  were  trained  before  sunset  and 
fired  at  a  given  signal.  The  shells  woke  me  up, 
whistling  over  the  roof.  Most  of  the  townspeople 
rushed,  lightly  clad,  to  their  holes  and  coverts. 
The  troops  stood  to  arms.  But  the  rest  of  the 
night  was  quiet.  Apparently  the  Boers,  contrary 
to  their  character,  had  only  done  it  to  aimoy, 
because  they  knew  it  teased  us. 


CHAPTER   X 

ENNUI    ENLIVENED   BY   SUDDEN    DEATH 

Ladysmith,  November  15,  1899. 

THIS  drama  is  getting  too  long  for  the  modern 
stage,  and  so  far  the  Dutch  have  obeyed 
none  of  the  dramatic  rules.  To-day  was  one 
monotony  of  rain,  and  may  be  blotted  out  from 
the  memory  of  all  but  the  men  who  lay  hour  after 
hour  miserably  soaking  upon  the  edges  of  the  hills. 
After  the  early  morning  not  a  shell  was  fired. 
The  mist  was  too  thick  to  allow  even  of  wild  shots 
at  the  town. 

I  had  another  try  at  getting  a  Kaffir  runner  to 
carry  a  telegram  through  to  Estcourt. 

November  16,  1899. 
The  sun  came  back  to  cheer  us  up  and  warm 
our   bones.      At   the    Liverpools'    picket,   on    the 
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Newcastle  road,  the  men  at  six  o'clock  were 
rejoicing  in  a  glorious  and  soapy  wash  where  the 
rain  had  left  a  pool  in  a  quarry.  The  day  passed 
very  quietly,  shells  only  falling  on  an  average  of 
one  every  half-hour.  Unhappily  a  shrapnel  scat- 
tered over  the  station,  wounded  three  or  four 
natives,  and  killed  an  excellent  railway  guard — a 
sharp  fragment  tearing  through  his  liver  and 
intestines.  There  was  high  debate  whether  the 
shell  was  thrown  by  "  Silent  Susan,"  or  what  other 
gun.  Some  even  stuck  out  for  "  Long  Tom  "  him- 
self. But  to  the  guard  it  makes  no  difference,  and 
he  was  most  concerned. 

Relief  was  to  have  come  to  us  to-day  for  certain, 
but  we  hear  nothing  of  it  beyond  vague  rumours 
of  troops  at  Estcourt  and  Maritzburg.  We  are 
slowly  becoming  convinced  that  we  are  to  be  left 
to  our  fate  while  the  main  issue  is  settled  elsewhere. 
Colonel  Ward  has  organised  the  provisions  of  the 
town  and  troops  to  last  for  eighty  days.  He  is 
also  buying  up  all  the  beer  and  spirits,  partly  to 
cheer  the  soldiers'  hearts  on  these  dreary  wet 
nights ;  partly  to  prevent  the  soldier  cheering 
himself  too  much. 

In  the  evening  I  sent  off  another  runner  with  a 
telegram  and  quite  a  mail  of  letters  from  officers 
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and  men  for  their  mothers,  wives,  and  lovers  over 
seas.  He  was  a  bony  young  Kaffir,  with  a  melan- 
choly face,  black  as  sorrow.  At  six  o'clock  I  saw 
him  start,  his  apish  feet  padding  through  the 
crusted  slush.  One  pocket  bulged  with  biscuits, 
one  with  a  tin  of  beef  Between  his  black  chest 
and  his  rag  of  shirt  he  had  tucked  that  neat  packet 
which  was  to  console  so  many  a  woman,  white- 
skinned  and  delicately  dressed.  Fetching  a  wide 
compass,  he  stole  away  into  the  eastern  twilight, 
where  the  great  white  moon  was  rising,  shrouded 
in  electric  cloud. 

November  17,  1899. 
A  few  shells  came  in  early,  and  by  nine  o'clock 
there  was  so  much  firing  on  the  north-west  that  I 
rode  out  to  the  main  position  of  the  60th  (King's 
Royal  Rifles)  on  Cove  Hill.  I  found  that  our  field 
battery  there  was  being  shelled  from  Surprise  Hill 
and  its  neighbour,  but  nothing  unusual  was  hap- 
pening. The  men  were  in  a  rather  disconsolate 
condition.  Even  where  they  have  built  a  large 
covered  shelter  underground  the  wet  comes 
through  the  roof  and  trickles  down  upon  them 
in  liquid  filth.  But  they  bear  it  all  with  ironic 
indifference,  consoling  themselves  especially  with 
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the  thought  that  they  killed  one  Boer  for  certain 
yesterday.     "  The  captain  saw  him  fail." 

Crossing  the  open  valley  in  front  I  came  to  the 
long  ridge  called  Observation  Hill.  There  the 
rifle  fire  hardly  ever  ceases.  It  is  held  by  three 
companies  of  the  K.R.R.  and  the  5th  Lancers 
dismounted.  It  looks  out  over  the  long  valley  of 
Bell's  Spruit ;  that  scene  of  the  great  disaster 
where  we  lost  our  battalions,  being  less  than  three 
miles  away  at  the  foot  of  the  rugged  mountain 
beyond — Surprise  Hill.  Close  in  front  is  one  of 
the  two  farms  called  Hyde's,  and  there  the  Boers 
find  shelter  at  nights  and  in  rain.  The  farm's 
orchard,  its  stone  walls,  the  rocks,  and  all  points  of 
cover  swarm  with  Boer  sharpshooters,  and  when- 
ever our  men  show  themselves  upon  the  ridge  the 
bullets  fly.  An  immense  quantity  of  them  are 
lost.  In  all  the  morning's  firing  only  one  Lancer 
had  been  wounded.  As  I  came  over  the  edge  the 
bullets  all  passed  over  my  head,  but  our  men  have 
to  keep  behind  cover  if  they  can,  and  only  return 
the  fire  when  they  are  sure  of  a  mark.  I  found 
a  detachment  of  Lancers,  with  a  corporal,  lying 
behind  a  low  stone  wall.  It  happened  to  be 
exactly  the  place  I  had  wished  to  find,  for  at  one 
end  of  the  wall  stood  the  Lancer  dummv,  whose 
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fame  has  gone  through  the  camp.  There  he  stood, 
regarding  the  Dutch  with  a  calm  but  defiant  aspect, 
his  head  and  shoulders  projecting  about  three  feet 
over  the  wall.  His  legs  were  only  a  sack  stuffed 
with  straw,  but  round  his  straw  body  a  beautiful 
khaki  tunic  had  been  buttoned,  and  his  straw  head 
was  protected  by  a  regulation  helmet,  for  which 
a  slouch  hat  was  sometimes  substituted,  to  give 
variety  and  versimilitude.  In  his  right  hand  he 
grasped  a  huge  branch  of  a  tree,  either  as  rifle  or 
lance.  He  was  withdrawn  occasionally,  and  stuck 
up  again  in  a  fresh  attitude.  To  please  me  the 
corporal  crept  behind  him  and  jogged  him  up  and 
down  in  a  life-like  and  scornful  manner.  The 
hope  was  that  the  Boers  would  send  a  bullet 
through  that  heart  of  straw.  In  the  afternoon 
they  did  in  fact  pierce  his  hat,  but  at  the  time  they 
were  keeping  their  ammunition  for  something  more 
definitely  human,  like  myself  As  I  retired,  after 
saluting  the  dummy  for  his  courage,  the  bullets 
flew  again,  but  the  sights  were  still  too  high. 

On  my  return  to  the  old  Scot's  house,  I  found 
an  excited  little  crowd  in  the  back  garden.  They 
were  digging  out  an  enormous  shell  which  had 
plumped  into  the  grass,  taking  off  the  Scot's  hat 
and  knocking  him  down  with  the  shock  as  it  fell 


ENNUI  ENLIVENED  BY  SUDDEN  DEATH  105 

The  thing  had  burst  in  the  ground,  and  it  was  as 
good  as  a  Chinese  puzzle  to  fit  the  great  chunks  of 
iron  together.  At  first  we  could  not  find  the  solid 
base,  but  we  dug  it  out  with  a  pick  from  the  stiff, 
black  clay.  It  had  sunk  3  ft.  8  in.  down  from  the 
surface,  and  had  run  7  ft.  6  in.  from  the  point 
of  contact.  It  was  a  45-pounder,  thrown  by  a 
4.7  in.  gun  —  probably  one  of  the  four  howitzers 
which  the  Boers  possess,  standing  half-way  down 
Lombard's  Kop,  about  four  miles  away,  and  is 
identical  with  "  Silent  Susan."  But  with  smokeless 
powder  it  is  almost  impossible  to  say  where  a  shot 
comes  from.  "  Long  Tom  "  and  "  Puffing  Billy," 
with  their  huge  volumes  of  smoke,  are  much  more 
satisfactory. 

Rain  fell  heavily  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  and  the 
bombardment  ended,  but  it  was  bitter  cold. 

November  18,  1899. 
The  bombardment  was  continued  without  much 
energy.  The  balloon  reported  that  the  Boers  were 
occupied  in  putting  up  more  guns  on  Bulwan. 
Rumour  says  there  will  be  thirteen  in  all,  a 
goodly  number  for  a  position  which  completely 
commands  the  town  from  end  to  end.  All  day  the 
shells  had  a  note  of  extra  spite  in  them  as  they 
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came  plunging  among  the  defenceless  houses. 
But  they  did  no  great  harm  till  evening.  As  a 
rule  the  Boers  cease  fire  about  half-past  six,  and 
some  twenty  of  us  then  settled  down  to  dinner  at 
the  hotel — one  or  two  officers,  some  doctors,  and 
most  of  the  correspondents.  We  had  hardly  begun 
to-night  when  a  shell  from  "Silent  Susan"  whistled 
just  over  the  roof  and  burst  in  the  yard.  Within 
five  minutes  came  the  louder  scream  of  another. 
It  crashed  over  us,  breaking  its  way  through  the 
hotel  from  roof  to  floor.  We  all  got  up  and 
crowded  to  the  main  entrance  on  the  street.  The 
shell  had  struck  a  sidewall  in  the  bar,  and  glanced 
off  through  the  doorway  without  exploding.  Dr. 
Stark,  of  Torquay,  was  standing  at  the  door, 
waiting  for  a  place  at  dinner,  and  talking  to  Mr. 
Machugh,  of  the  Daily  Telegraph.  The  shell 
struck  him  full  in  the  thigh,  leaving  his  left  leg 
hanging  only  by  a  piece  of  flesh,  and  shattering 
the  right  just  at  the  knee.  "Hold  me  up,"  he  said, 
and  did  not  lose  consciousness.  W^e  moved  him 
to  the  hospital,  but  he  died  within  an  hour.  I 
have  little  doubt  that  the  shells  were  aimed  at  the 
hotel,  because  the  Boers  know  that  Dr.  Jameson 
and  Colonel  Rhodes  are  in  the  town.  But  the 
man  killed  was  Dr.  Stark,  a  strong  opponent  of 
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the  Chamberlain  poh'c}',  and  a  vigorous  denouncer 
of  the  war's  injustice. 

The  havoc  of  the  siege  is  gradually  increasing, 
and  the  prospect  of  relief  grows  more  and  more 
distant.  Just  after  midnight  the  Boers  again 
aroused  us  by  discharging  all  their  guns  into  the 
forts  or  the  town,  and  again  the  people  hurried 
away  to  their  caves  and  culverts  for  protection. 
The  long  Naval  guns  replied,  and  then  all  was 
quiet. 

Sunday,  November  19,  1899. 

Another  day  of  rest,  for  which  we  thank  the 
Fourth  Commandment.  After  the  Sabbath  wash, 
I  went  up  to  Caesar's  Camp  for  the  view.  On  the 
way  I  called  in  upon  the  balloon,  which  now  dwells 
in  a  sheltered  leafy  glade  at  the  foot  of  the 
Gordons'  hill,  when  it  is  not  in  the  sky,  surrounded 
by  astonished  vultures.  The  weak  points  of 
ballooning  appear  to  be  that  it  is  hard  to  be  sure 
of  detail  as  distinguished  from  mass,  and  even  on 
a  clear  day  the  light  is  often  insufficient  or 
puzzling.  It  is  seldom,  for  instance,  that  the 
balloonist  gets  a  definite  view  towards  Colenso, 
which  to  us  is  the  point  of  greatest  interest.  I 
found  that  the  second  balloon  was  only  used  as  a 
blind  to  the  enemy,  like  a  paper  kite  flown  over 
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birds  to  keep  them  quiet.  Going  up  to  the 
Manchesters'  position  on  the  top  of  Caesar's  Camp, 
I  had  a  view  of  the  whole  country  almost  as  good 
as  any  balloon's.  The  Boer  laagers  have  increased 
in  size,  and  are  not  so  carefully  hidden. 

Beside  the  railway  at  the  foot  of  "  Long  Tom's" 
hill  near  Modder  Spruit,  there  was  quite  a  large 
camp  of  Boer  tents  and  three  trains  as  usual. 
They  say  the  Boers  have  put  their  prisoners  from 
the  Royal  Irish  Fusiliers  here,  but  it  is  unlikely 
they  should  bring  them  back  from  Pretoria.  The 
tents  of  another  large  camp  showed  among  the 
bushes  on  Lombard's  Nek,  where  the  Helpmakaar 
road  passes  between  Lombard's  Kop  and  Bulwan, 
and  many  waggon  laagers  were  in  sight  beyond. 
At  the  foot  of  the  flat-topped  Middle  Hill  on  the 
south-west,  the  Boers  have  placed  two  more  guns 
to  trouble  the  Manchesters  further.  But  our 
defences  along  the  whole  ridge  are  now  very 
strong. 

In  the  afternoon  they  buried  Dr.  Stark  in  the 
cemetery  between  the  river  and  the  Helpmakaar 
road.  I  don't  know  what  has  become  of  a  kitten 
which  he  used  to  carry  about  with  him  in  a  basket 
when  he  went  to  spend  the  day  under  the  shelter 
of  the  river  bank. 
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November  20,  1899. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Sir  George  White  to  his 
Staff,  "  we  have  two  things  to  do — to  kill  time  and 
to  kill  Boers — both  equally  difficult."  The  siege 
is  becoming  intolerably  tedious.  It  is  three  weeks 
to-day  since  "  Black  Monday,"  when  the  great 
disaster  befell  us,  and  we  seem  no  nearer  the  end 
than  we  were  at  first.  We  console  ourselves  with 
the  thought  that  we  are  but  a  pawn  on  a  great 
chessboard.  We  hope  we  are  doing  service  by 
keeping  the  main  Boer  army  here.  We  hope  we 
are  not  handed  over  for  nothing  to  ennui  enlivened 
by  sudden  death.  But  the  suspicion  will  recur 
that  perhaps  the  army  hedging  us  in  is  not  large 
after  all.  It  is  a  bad  look-out  if,  as  Captain 
Lambton  put  it,  we  are  being  "  stuck  up  by  a  man 
and  a  boy." 

Nothing  is  so  difficult  to  estimate  as  Boer 
numbers,  and  wc  never  take  enough  account  of  the 
enemy's  mobility.  They  can  concentrate  rapidly 
at  any  given  point  and  gain  the  appearance  of 
numbers  which  they  don't  possess.  However,  the 
balloon  reports  the  presence  of  laagers  of  ten 
commandoes  in  sight.  We  may  therefore  assume 
about  as  many  out  of  sight,  and  consider  that  we 
are  probably  doing  our  duty  as  a  pawn. 
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This  morning  the  Boers  hardly  gave  a  sign  of 
life,  except  that  just  before  noon  "  Puffing  Billy  " 
shelled  a  platelayer's  house  on  the  flat  beyond  the 
racecourse,  in  the  attempt  to  drive  out  our  scouts 
who  were  making  a  defended  position  of  it. 

In  the  afternoon  I  rode  up  to  the  Rifle  Brigade 
at  King's  Post,  above  the  old  camp,  and  met 
Captain  Paley,  whom  I  last  saw  administering  a 
province  in  Crete.  Suddenly  the  Boer  guns  began 
firing  from  Surprise  Hill  and  Thornhill's  Kop,  just 
north  of  us,  and  the  shells  passing  over  our  heads, 
crashed  right  into  the  i8th  Hussar  camp  beside  a 
little  bridge  over  the  river  below.  Surprise  Hill 
alone  dropped  five  shells  in  succession  among  the 
crowded  tents,  horses,  and  men.  The  men  began 
hurrying  about  like  ants.  Tents  were  struck  at 
once,  horses  saddled,  everything  possible  taken  up, 
and  the  whole  regiment  sought  cover  in  a  little 
defile  close  by.  Within  half  an  hour  of  the  first 
shell  the  place  was  deserted.  The  same  guns 
compelled  the  Naval  Brigade  to  shift  their 
position  last  night.  We  have  not  much  to  teach 
the  Boer  gunners,  except  the  superiority  of  our 
shells. 

The  bombardment  then  became  general  ;  only 
three     Gordons    were    wounded,    but    the    town 
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suffered  a  good  deal.  Three  of  "  Long  Tom's " 
shells  pitched  in  the  main  street,  one  close  in 
front  of  a  little  girl,  who  escaped  unhurt.  Another 
carried  away  the  heavy  stone  porch  of  the  Anglican 
Church,  and,  at  dinner-time,  "Silent  Susan  "made  a 
mark  on  the  hotel,  but  it  was  empty.  Just  before 
midnight  the  guns  began  again.  I  watched  them 
flashing  from  Bulwan  and  the  other  hills,  but 
could  not  mark  what  harm  they  did.  It  was  a 
still,  hot  night,  with  a  large  waning  moon.  In  the 
north-west  the  Boers  were  flashing  an  electric 
searchlight,  apparently  from  a  railway  truck  on 
the  Harrismith  line.  The  nation  of  farmers  is  not 
much  behind  the  age.  They  will  be  sending  up  a 
balloon  next. 

Novonbcr  21,  1899. 
The  desultory  bombardment  went  on  as  usual, 
except  that  "  Long  Tom  "  did  not  fire.  The  Staff  is 
said  to  have  lost  heliographic  communication  with 
the  south.  To-day  they  sent  off  two  passenger 
pigeons  for  Maritzburg.  The  rumour  also  went 
that  the  wounded  Dublins,  taken  to  Intombi 
Spruit,  from  the  unfortunate  armoured  train,  had 
heard  an  official  report  of  Buller's  arrival  at 
Bloemfontein  after  heavy  losses.  Another  rumour 
told    that  many   Boer  wives  and  daughters  were 
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arriving  in  the  laagers.  They  were  seen,  especially 
on  Sunday,  parading  quite  prettily  in  white  frocks. 
This  report  has  roused  the  liveliest  indignation, 
which  I  can  only  attribute  to  envy.  In  our  own 
vulgar  land,  companies  would  be  running  cheap 
excursions  to  witness  the  siege  of  Ladysmith — one 
shilling  extra  to  see  "  Long  Tom  "  in  action. 

In  the  morning  they  buried  a  Hindoo  bearer 
who  had  died  of  pneumonia.  The  grave  was  dug 
among  the  unmarked  heaps  of  the  native  grave- 
yard on  the  river  bank.  It  took  five  hours  to 
make  it  deep  enough,  and  meantime  the  dead 
man  lay  on  a  stretcher,  wrapped  in  a  clean  white 
sheet.  His  friends,  about  twenty  of  them, 
squatted  round,  almost  motionless,  and  quite 
indifferent  to  time  and  space.  In  their  midst  a 
thin  grey  smoke  rose  from  a  brazen  jar,  in  which 
smouldered  scented  wood,  spices,  lavender,  and 
the  fresh  blossom  of  one  yellow  flower  like  an 
aster.  At  intervals  of  about  a  minute,  one  of  the 
Hindoos  raised  a  short,  wailing  chant,  in  parts  of 
which  the  others  joined.  On  the  ground  in  front  of 
him  lay  a  sweetly-scented  manuscript  whose  pages 
he  never  turned.  It  was  written  in  the  Oriental 
characters,  v/hich  seem  to  tell  either  of  Nirvana 
or  of  the  nightingale's  cry  to  the  rose.     At  times 
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the  other  friends  tapped  gently  on  three  painted 
drums,  hardl)'  bigger  than  tea  cups.  The  enemy, 
seeing  from  l^ulwan  the  little  crowd  of  us  engaged 
upon  a  heathen  rite,  threw  shrapnel  over  our 
heads.  It  burst  and  sprinkled  the  dusty  ground 
behind  us  with  lead.  Not  one  of  the  Hindoos 
looked  up  or  turned  his  face.  That  low  chant  did 
not  pause  or  vary  by  a  note.  Close  by,  a  Kaffir 
was  digging  a  grave  for  a  Zulu  woman  who  had 
died  in  childbed.  In  the  river  beyond  soldiers 
were  bathing,  Zulus  were  soaping  themselves 
white,  and  one  of  the  Liverpool  Mounted  Infantry 
was  trying  to  prevent  his  horse  rolling  in  four  feet 
of  water. 

November  22,  1899. 
A  day  only  relieved  by  the  wildest  rumours  and 
a  few  shells  more  dangerous  than  usual.  Buller 
was  reported  as  being  at  Hellbrouw ;  General 
French  was  at  Dundee ;  and  France  had  declared  war 
upon  England.  Shells  whiffled  into  the  town  quite 
indiscriminately.  One  pitched  into  the  Town  Hall, 
now  the  main  hospital.  In  the  evening  "  Long 
Tom  "  threw  five  in  succession  down  the  main  street. 
But  only  one  man  was  killed.  A  Natal  policeman 
was  cooking  his  dinner  in  a  cellar  when  "  Silent 
Susan's "  shot  fell  upon  him  and  he  died.  For 
i 
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myself,  I  spent  most  of  the  day  on  Waggon  Hill 
west  of  the  town,  where  the  ist  K,  R.  Rifles  have 
three  companies  and  a  strong  sangar,  very  close  to 
the  enemy.  I  found  that,  as  became  Britons,  their 
chief  interest  lay  in  sport.  They  had  shot  two 
little  antelopes  or  rehbuck,  and  hung  them  up  to  be 
ready  for  a  feast.  Their  one  thought  was  to  shoot 
more.  From  the  hill  I  looked  down  upon  one  of 
Bester's  farms.  The  owner — a  Boer  traitor — was 
now  in  safe  keeping.  A  few  days  ago  his  family 
drove  off  in  a  waggon  for  the  Free  State,  White 
were  their  parasols  and  in  front  they  waved  a  Red 
Cross  flag.  On  a  gooseberry  bush  in  the  midst  of 
the  farm  they  also  left  a  white  flag,  where  it  still 
flew  to  protect  a  few  fat  pigs,  turkeys,  and  other 
fowl.  The  white  flag  is  becoming  a  kind  of  fetish. 
To-day  all  our  white  tents  were  smeared  with 
reddish  mud  to  make  them  less  visible.  Beyond 
Range  Post  the  enemy  set  up  a  new  gun 
commanding  the  Maritzburg  road  as  it  crossed 
that  point  of  hill.  The  Irish  Fusiliers  who  held 
that  position  were  shelled  heavily,  but  without  loss. 

November  22,,  1899. 
The  schoolmaster's  wife  had  a  fine  escape.     She 
was  asleep  in  her  bedroom  when  a  45lb.  shell  came 
through  the  fireplace  and  burst  towards  the  bed. 
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The  room  was  smashed  to  pieces,  but  she  was  only 
cut  about  the  head,  one  spHnter  driving  in  the 
bone,  but  not  making  a  very  serious  wound.  Two 
days  before  she  had  given  a  soldier  los.  for  a 
fragment.  Now  she  had  a  whole  shell  for  nothing. 
At  five  o'clock  "Long  Tom"  threw  seven  of  his  961b. 
shells  straight  down  the  street  in  quick  succession, 
smashing  a  few  shops  and  killing  some  mules  and 
cattle,  but  without  further  harm.  We  watched 
them  from  the  top  of  the  road.  They  came 
shrieking  over  our  heads,  and  then  a  flare  of  fire 
and  a  cloud  of  dust  and  stones  showed  where  they 
fell.  At  every  explosion  the  women  and  children 
laughed  and  cheered  with  delight,  as  at  the  Crystal 
Palace  fireworks. 

Both  yesterday  and  to-day  the  Boers  on  Bulvvan 
spent  much  time  and  money  shelling  a  new 
battery  which  Colonel  Knox  has  had  made  beside 
the  river  near  the  racecourse.  It  is  just  in  the 
middle  of  the  flat,  and  the  enemy  can  see  its  six 
embrasures  and  the  six  guns  projecting  from  them. 
The  queer  thing  is  that  these  guns  never  reply, 
and  under  the  hottest  fire  their  gunners  neither 
die  nor  surrender.  A  better  battery  was  never 
built  of  canvas  and  stick  on  the  stage  of  Drury. 
It  has  cost  the  simple-hearted  Boers  something 
like  ;{J^300  in  wasted  shell. 
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All  day  waggons  were  reported  coming  down 
from  the  Free  State  and  moving  south.  They 
were  said  to  carry  the  wives  and  daughters  of  the 
Free  Staters  driven  by  Buller  from  their  own 
country  and  content  to  settle  in  ours,  now  that 
they  had  conquered  it.  A  queer  situation,  un- 
paralleled in  war,  as  far  as  I  know. 

In  the  evening  I  heard  the  Liverpools  and 
Devons  were  likely  to  be  engaged  in  some  feat  of 
arms  before  midnight.  So  I  stumbled  out  in  the 
dark  along  the  Helpmakaar  road,  where  those  two 
fine  regiments  hold  the  most  exposed  positions  in 
camp,  and  I  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  night 
enjoying  the  hospitality  of  two  Devon  officers  in 
their  shell-proof  hut.  Hour  after  hour  we  waited, 
recalling  tales  of  Indian  life  and  Afridi  warfare,  or 
watching  the  lights  in  the  Boer  laagers  reflected 
on  a  cloudy  sky.  But  except  for  a  hot  wind  the 
night  was  peculiarly  quiet,  and  not  a  single  shell 
was  thrown  :  only  from  time  to  time  the  sharp 
double  knock  of  a  rifle  showed  that  the  outposts 
on  both  sides  were  alert. 

Novetnber  24,  1899. 
Though  there  was  no  night  attack  a  peculiar 
manoeuvre  was  tried,  but  without  success.     On  the 
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sixty  miles  of  line  between  here  and  Harrismith 
the  Boers  have  only  one  engine,  and  it  struck 
some  one  how  fine  it  would  be  to  send  an  empty 
engine  into  it  at  full  speed  from  our  side.  Ac- 
cordingly, when  the  Free  State  train  was  seen  to 
arrive  at  the  Boer  rail-head  some  eight  miles  off, 
out  snorted  one  of  our  spare  locomotives.  Off 
jumped  the  driver  and  stoker,  and  the  new  kind  of 
projectile  sped  away  into  the  dark.  It  ran  for 
about  two  miles  with  success,  and  then  dashed  off 
the  rails  in  going  round  a  curve.  And  there  it 
remains,  the  Boers  showing  their  curiosity  by 
prodding  it  with  rifles.  Unless  it  is  hopelessly 
smashed  up,  the  Free  State  has  secured  a  second 
engine  for  the  conveyance  of  its  wives  and 
daughters. 

It  is  a  military  order  that  all  cattle  going  out  to 
graze  on  the  flats  close  to  the  town  should  be 
tended  by  armed  and  mounted  drivers,  but  no  one 
has  taken  the  trouble  to  see  the  order  carried  out. 
The  Empire  in  this  country  means  any  dodge  for 
making  money  without  work.  All  work  is  left  to 
Kaffirs,  coolies,  or  Boers.  Two  hundred  cattle 
went  out  this  morning  beyond  the  old  camp, 
accompanied  only  by  Kaffir  boys,  who,  like  all 
herdsmen,  love  to  sleep  in  the  shade,  or  make  the 
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woods  re-echo  Amaryllis.  Suddenly  the  Boers 
were  among  them,  edging  between  them  and  the 
town,  and  driving  the  beasts  further  and  further 
from  defence.  The  Kaffirs  continued  to  sleep,  or 
were  driven  with  the  cattle.  Then  the  Leicester 
Mounted  Infantry  came  galloping  out,  and,  under 
heavy  rifle  fire,  gained  the  point  of  Star  Hill, 
hoping  to  head  the  cattle  back.  At  once  all  the 
guns  commanding  that  bit  of  grassy  plain  opened 
on  them—"  Faith,"  "  Hope,"  and  "  Charity  "—from 
Telegraph  Hill,  the  guns  on  Surprise  Hill,  and 
Thornhill  Kopje,  and  the  two  guns  now  on  Blue- 
bank  Ridge,  Two  horses  were  killed,  and  the 
party,  not  being  numerous  enough  for  their  task, 
came  galloping  back  singly.  Meantime  the  Boers, 
with  their  usual  resource,  had  invented  a  new 
method  of  calling  the  cattle  home  by  planting 
shells  just  behind  them.  The  whole  enterprise 
was  admirably  planned  and  carried  out.  We  only 
succeeded  in  saving  thirty  or  forty  out  of  the 
drove.  The  lowest  estimate  of  loss  is  .^3,000, 
chiefly  in  transport  cattle. 

But  who  knows  whether  by  Christmas  we  shall 
not  be  glad  even  of  a  bit  of  old  trek-ox  ?  Pro- 
bably the  Dutch  hope  to  starve  us  out.  At 
intervals  all  morning  they  shelled  the  cattle  near 
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the  racecourse,  just  for  the  sake  of  slaughter.  To- 
day also  they  tried  their  old  game  of  sending 
gangs  of  refugee  coolies  into  the  town  to  devour 
the  rations.  Happily,  Sir  George  White  turned  at 
that,  and  sent  out  a  polite  note  reminding  the 
commandants  that  we  live  in  a  polite  age.  So  in 
the  afternoon  the  Boers  adopted  more  modern 
methods.  I  had  been  sitting  with  Colonel  Mellor 
and  the  other  officers  of  the  Liverpools,  who  live 
among  the  rocks  close  to  my  cottage,  and  they 
had  been  congratulating  themselves  on  only  losing 
two  men  by  shell  and  one  by  enteric  since  Black 
Monday,  when  they  helped  to  cover  the  retirement 
with  such  gallantry  and  composure.  I  had 
scarcely  mounted  to  ride  back,  when  "  Puffing 
Billy  "  and  other  guns  threw  shells  right  into  the 
midst  of  the  men  and  rocks  and  horses.  One 
private  fell  dead  on  the  spot.  Three  were  mor- 
tally wounded.  One  rolled  over  and  over  down 
the  rocks.  Several  others  were  badly  hurt,  and 
the  bombardment  became  general  all  over  our  end 
of  the  town. 

November   ^5,  1899. 
Almost  a  blank  as  far  as  fighting  goes.     It  is 
said  that  General   Hunter  went  out  under  a  flag  of 
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truce  to  protest  against  the  firing  upon  the  hos- 
pital. There  were  no  shells  to  speak  of  till  late 
afternoon.  Among  the  usual  rumours  came  one 
that  Joubert  had  been  wounded  in  the  mouth  at 
Colenso.  The  Gordons  held  their  sports  near  the 
Iron  Bridge,  sentries  being  posted  to  give  the 
alarm  if  the  Bulwan  guns  fired.  "  Any  more 
entries  for  the  United  Service  mule  race?  Are 
you  ready  ?  Sentry,  are  you  keeping  your  eye  on 
that  gun  ?  "  "  Yes,  sir."  "  Very  well  then,  go  !  " 
And  off  the  mules  went,  in  any  direction  but  the 
right,  a  soldier  and  a  sailor  trying  vainly  to  stick 
on  the  bare  back  of  each,  whilst  inextinguishable 
laughter  arose  among  the  gods. 

Sunday,  November  26,  1899. 
Another  day  of  rest.  I  heard  a  comment  made 
on  the  subject  by  one  of  the  Devons  washing 
down  by  the  river.  Its  seriousness  and  the 
peculiar  humour  of  the  British  soldier  will  excuse 
it.  "  Why  don't  they  go  on  bombardin*  of  us  to- 
day ?  "  said  one.  "  'Cos  it's  Sunday,  and  they're 
singin'  'ymns,"  said  another.  "  Well,"  said  the 
first,  "  if  they  do  start  bombardin'  of  us,  there  ain't 
only  one  'ymn  I'll  sing,  an'  that's  '  Rock  of  Ages, 
cleft  for  me,  Let  me  'ide  myself  in   thee.'  "      It 


ENNUI  ENLIVENED  BY  vSUDDEN  DEATH   121 

was  spoken  in  the  broadest  Devon  without  a 
smile.  The  British  soldier  is  a  class  apart.  One 
of  the  privates  in  the  Liverpools  showed  me  a 
diary  he  is  keeping  of  the  war.  It  is  a  colourless 
record  of  getting  up,  going  to  bed,  sleeping  in  the 
rain  with  one  blanket  (a  grievance  he  always  men- 
tions, though  without  complaint),  of  fighting, 
cutting  brushwood,  and  building  what  he  calls 
"  sangers  and  travises."  From  first  to  last  he 
makes  but  one  comment,  and  that  is  :  "  There  is 
no  peace  for  the  wicked."  The  Boers  were  en- 
gaged in  putting  up  a  new  6  in.  gun  on  the 
hills  beyond  Range  Post,  and  the  first  number  of 
the  Ladysmith  Lyre  was  published. 

November  ZT,  1899. 
The  great  event  of  the  day  was  the  firing  of  the 
new  "Long  Tom."  The  Boers  placed  it  yesterday 
on  the  hill  beyond  Waggon  Hill,  where  the  60th 
hold  our  extreme  post  towards  the  west.  The 
point  is  called  Middle  Hill.  It  commands  all  the 
west  of  the  town  and  camp,  the  Maritzburg  road 
from  Range  Post  on,  and  the  greater  part  of 
Caesar's  Camp,  where  the  Manchesters  are.  The 
gun  is  the  same  kind  as  "  Long  Tom  "  and 
•'  Puffing  Billy  " — a  6  in.  Creusot,  throwing  a  shell 
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of  about  961bs.  The  Boers  have  sixteen  of  them  ; 
some  say  twenty-three.  The  name  is  "  Gentleman 
Joe."  He  did  about  .2^5  damage  at  the  cost  of 
;^2CXD.  From  about  8  to  9  a.m.  the  general 
bombardment  was  rather  severe.  There  are 
thirty-three  guns  "  playing "  on  us  to-day,  and 
though  they  do  not  concentrate  their  fire,  they 
keep  one  on  the  alert.  This  morning  a  Kaffir 
was  working  for  the  Army  Service  Corps  (being 
at  that  moment  engaged  in  kneading  a  pancake), 
when  a  small  shell  hit  him  full  in  the  mouth, 
passed  clean  through  his  head,  and  burst  on  the 
ground  beyond.  I  believe  he  was  the  only  man 
actually  killed  to-day. 

A  Frenchman  who  came  in  yesterday  from  the 
Boer  lines  was  examined  by  General  Hunter,  He 
is  a  roundabout  little  man,  who  says  he  came  from 
Madagascar  into  the  Transvaal  by  Delagoa  Bay, 
and  was  commandeered  to  join  the  Boer  army. 
He  came  with  a  lot  of  German  officers,  who  drank 
champagne  hard.  On  his  arrival  it  was  found  he 
could  not  ride  or  shoot,  or  live  on  biltong.  He 
could  do  nothing  but  talk  French,  a  useless  accom- 
plishment in  South  Africa.  And  so  they  sent  him 
into  our  camp  to  help  eat  our  rations.  The  in- 
formation he  gave  was  small.     Joubert  believes  he 
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can  starve  us  out  in  a  fortnight.  lie  little  knows. 
We  could  still  hold  out  for  over  a  month  without 
eating  a  single  horse,  to  say  nothing  of  rats.  It 
is  true  we  have  to  drop  our  luxuries.  Butter  has 
gone  long  ago,  and  whisky  has  followed.  Tinned 
meats,  biscuits,  jams — all  are  gone.  "  I  wish  to 
Heaven  the  relief  column  would  hurry  up,"  sighed 
a  young  officer  to  me.  "  Poor  fellow,"  I  thought, 
"  he  longs  for  the  letters  from  his  own  true  love." 
"  You  see,  we  can't  get  any  more  Quaker  oats," 
he  added  in  explanation. 

In  the  afternoon  I  took  copies  of  the  Lady- 
smith  Lyre  to  some  of  the  outlying  troops.  It 
is  but  a  single  page  of  four  short  columns,  and 
with  a  cartoon  by  Mr.  Maud.  But  the  pathetic 
gratitude  with  which  it  was  received,  proved  that 
to  appreciate  literature  of  the  highest  order,  you 
have  only  to  be  shut  up  for  a  month  under  shell 
fire. 

November  28,  1899. 

Hopeful  news  came  of  British  successes,  both  at 
Estcourt  and  Mooi  River.  The  relief  column  is 
now  thought  to  be  at  Frere,  not  far  below  Colenso. 
A  large  Boer  convoy,  with  800  mounted  men,  was 
seen  trending  away  towards  the  Free  State  passes, 
perhaps  retiring.     Everybody  was   much  cheered 
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up.  The  Boer  guns  fired  now  and  then,  but  did 
little  damage.  At  night  we  placed  two  howitzers 
on  a  nek  in  Waggon  Hill,  where  the  6oth  have  a 
post  south-west  of  the  town. 

November  29,  1899. 

A  few  more  Kaffirs  came  through  from  Estcourt, 
but  brought  no  later  news.  Their  report  of  the 
fighting  on  the  Mooi  River  was :  "  The  English 
burnt  the  Dutch  like  paraffin.  The  Dutch  have 
their  ears  down."  Did  I  not  say  that  Zulu  was 
the  future  language  of  opera?  Riding  past  the 
unfinished  hospital  I  saw  a  private  of  the  i8th 
Hussars  cut  down  by  a  shell  splinter — the  only 
casualty  to-day  resulting  from  several  hundred 
pounds'  worth  of  ammunition.  The  two  greatest 
events  were,  first,  the  attempt  of  our  two  old 
howitzers  on  Waggon  Hill  to  silence  the  6  in,  gun 
on  Middle  Hill  beyond  them.  They  fired  pretty 
steadily  from  4  to  5  p.m.,  sending  out  clouds 
of  white  smoke.  For  their  big  shells  (6.3  in.)  are 
just  thirty  years  old,  and  the  guns  themselves  have 
reached  the  years  of  discretion.  They  fired  by 
signal  over  the  end  of  Waggon  Hill  in  front  of 
them,  and  it  was  difficult  to  judge  their  effect. 
The  other  great  event  was  the  kindling  of  a  great 
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veldt  fire  at  the  foot  of  Pepworth  Hill,  in  such  a 
quarter  that  the  smoke  completely  hid  "  Long 
Tom"  for  two  or  three  hours  of  the  morning.  Cap- 
tain Lambton  at  once  detected  the  trick,  and  sent 
two  shells  from  "  Lady  Anne  "  to  check  it.  But 
it  was  none  the  less  successful.  There  could  be 
little  doubt  "  Long  Tom  "  was  on  the  move,  "  doing 
a  guy,"  the  soldiers  said.  We  hoped  he  was 
packing  up  for  Pretoria. 

In  the  evening  Colonel  Stoneman  held  the  first 
of  his  Shakespeare  reading  parties,  and  again  we 
found  how  keenly  a  month  of  shell-fire  intensifies 
the  literary  sense. 

November  30,  1 899. 
At  night  the  Boer  searchlight  near  Bester's, 
north-west  of  the  town,  swept  the  positions  by 
Range  Post,  the  enemy  having  been  informed  by 
spies  (as  usual)  that  we  intended  a  forward  move- 
ment before  dawn.  Three  battalions  with  cavalry 
and  guns  were  to  have  advanced  on  to  the  open 
ground  beyond  Range  Post,  and  again  attack  the 
Boer  position  on  Bluebank,  where  there  are  now 
two  guns.  The  movement  was  to  prepare  the  way 
for  the  approach  of  any  relieving  force  up  the 
Maritzburg     road,    but    about    midnight    it    was 
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countermanded.  Accurately  informed  as  the  Boers 
always  are,  they  apparently  had  not  heard  of  this 
change  from  any  of  the  traitors  in  town,  and  before 
sunrise  they  began  creeping  up  nearer  to  our  posi- 
tions by  the  Newcastle  road  on  the  north.  They 
hoped  either  to  rush  the  place,  or  to  keep  us  where 
we  were.  The  13th  Battery,  stationed  at  the  rail- 
way cutting,  opened  upon  them,  and  the  pickets 
of  the  Gloucesters  and  the  Liverpools  checked  them 
with  a  very  heavy  fire.  As  I  watched  the  fighting 
from  the  hill  above  my  cottage,  the  sun  appeared 
over  Bulwan,  and  a  great  gun  fired  upon  us  with  a 
cloud  of  purple  smoke.  A  few  minutes  after  there 
came  the  sharp  report,  the  screaming  rush  and  loud 
explosion,  which  hitherto  have  marked  "  Long 
Tom  "  alone.  Our  suspicions  of  yesterday  were 
true,  and  Pepworth  Hill  knows  him  no  more.  He 
now  reigns  on  Little  Bulwan,  sometimes  called 
Gun  Hill,  below  Lombard's  Kop.  His  range  is 
nearer,  he  can  even  reach  the  Manchesters'  sangars 
with  effect,  and  he  is  far  the  most  formidable  of 
the  guns  that  torment  us. 

All  day  the  bombardment  was  severe,  as  this 
siege  goes.  I  did  not  count  the  shells  thrown  at 
us,  but  certainly  there  cannot  have  been  less  than 
250.      They   w^ere   thrown    into   all   parts   of  the 
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town  and  forts.  No  one  felt  secure,  except  the 
cave-dwellers.  Even  the  cattle  were  shelled,  and 
I  saw  three  common  shell  and  a  shrapnel  thrown 
into  one  little  herd.  Yet  the  casualties  were  quite 
insignificant,  till  the  terrible  event  of  the  day, 
about  half-past  five  p.m.  During  the  afternoon 
"Long  Tom"  had  chiefly  been  shelling  the  Imperial 
Light  Horse  camp,  the  balloon,  and  the  district 
round  the  Iron  Bridge.  Then  he  suddenly  sent  a 
shell  into  the  library  by  the  Town  Ilall.  The 
next  fell  just  beyond  the  Town  Hall  itself  The 
third  went  right  into  the  roof,  burst  on  contact, 
flung  its  bullets  and  segments  far  and  wide 
over  the  sick  and  wounded  below.  One  poor 
fellow — a  sapper  of  the  balloon  section — hearing  it 
coming,  sprang  up  in  bed  with  terror.  A  fragment 
hit  him  full  in  the  chest,  cut  through  his  heart, 
and  laid  him  dead.  Nine  others  were  hit,  some 
seriously  wounded.  About  half  of  them  belonged 
to  the  medical  staff.  The  shock  to  the  other 
wounded  was  horrible.  There  cannot  be  the 
smallest  doubt  that  the  Boer  gunners  deliberately 
aimed  at  the  Red  Cross  flag,  which  flies  on  the 
turret  of  the  Town  Hall,  visible  for  miles.  They 
have  now  hit  twenty-one  people  in  that  hospital 
alone.     This   last  shell   has  aroused  more  hatred 
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and  rage  against  the  whole  people  than  all  the  rest 
of  the  war  put  together.  When  next  the  Boers 
appeal  for  mercy,  as  they  have  often  appealed 
already,  it  will  go  hard  with  them.  Overcome 
with  the  horror  of  the  thing,  many  good  Scots 
have  refused  to  take  part  in  the  celebration  of  St. 
Andrew's  Day,  although  the  Gordons  held  some 
sort  of  festival,  and  there  was  a  drinking-concert 
at  the  Royal.  But  the  dead  were  in  the  minds 
of  all. 

About  midnight  we  again  observed  flash-signal- 
ing over  the  star-lit  sky.  It  came  from  Colenso 
way,  and  was  the  attempt  of  our  General  to  give 
us  news  or  instructions.  It  began  by  calling  "  Lady- 
smith  "  three  times.  The  message  was  in  cipher, 
and  the  night  before  a  very  little  of  it  was  made 
out.  Both  messages  ended  with  the  words 
"  Buller,  Maritzburg."  It  is  said  one  of  the  Moun- 
tain Battery  is  to  be  hanged  in  the  night  for 
signalling  to  the  enemy. 


CHAPTER   XI 


FLASHES   FROM   DULLER 


December  i,  1899. 

A  KAFFIR  came  in  to-cJay,  bringing  the 
strange  story  that  the  old  "  Long  Tom  "  of 
Pepworth  Hill  was  hit  full  in  the  muzzle  by  "Lady 
Anne,"  that  the  charge  inside  him  burst,  the  gun 
was  shattered,  and  five  gunners  killed.  The  Kaffir 
swore  he  himself  had  been  employed  to  bury  them, 
and  that  the  thing  he  said  was  true.  If  so,  our 
"  Lady  Anne  "  has  made  the  great  shot  of  the  war. 
The  authorities  are  inclined  to  believe  the  story. 
The  new  gun  on  Gun  Hill  is  perhaps  too  vigorous 
for  our  old  friend,  and  the  rifling  on  his  shells  is 
too  clean.  Whatever  the  truth  may  be,  he  gave 
us  a  lively  time  morning  and  afternoon.  I  think 
he  was  trying  to  destroy  the  Star  bakery,  about 
one  hundred  yards  below  my  cottage.     The  shells 
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pitched  on  every  side  of  it  in  succession.  They 
destroyed  three  houses.  A  Natal  Mounted  Rifle 
riding  down  the  street  was  killed,  and  so  was  his 
horse.  In  the  afternoon  shrapnel  came  raining 
through  our  eucalyptus  trees  and  rattling  on  the 
roof,  so  I  accepted  an  invitation  to  tea  in  a  beautiful 
hole  in  the  ground,  and  learnt  the  joys  spoken 
of  by  the  poet  of  the  new  Ladysmith  Lyre : — 

"  A  pipe  of  Boer  tobacco  'neath  the  blue, 
A  tin  of  meat,  a  bottle,  and  a  few 
Choice  magazines  like  Harnisworth' s  or  the  Strand — 
I  sometimes  think  war  has  its  blessings  too." 

But  one  wearies  of  the  safest  rabbit-hole  in  an 
afternoon  tea-time,  and  I  rode  to  the  other  end  of 
the  town  trying  to  induce  my  tenth  or  twelfth 
runner  to  start.  So  far,  three  have  gone  and  not 
returned,  one  did  not  start,  but  lay  drunk  for  ten 
days,  the  rest  have  been  driven  back  by  Boers  or 
terror. 

As  I  rode,  the  shells  followed  me,  turning  first 
upon  Headquarters  and  then  on  the  Gordons'  camp 
by  the  Iron  Bridge,  where  they  killed  two  privates 
in  their  tents.  I  think  nothing  else  of  importance 
happened  during  the  day,  but  I  was  so  illusioned 
with  fever  that  I  cannot  be  sure.  Except  "  Long 
Tom,"  the  guns  were  not  so  active  as  yesterday, 
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but  some  of  them  devoted  much  attention  to  the 
grazing  cattle  and  the  slaughter-houses.  We  are 
to  be  harried  and  starved  out. 

December  2,  1899. 

To  me  the  day  has  been  a  wild  vision  of  pro- 
digious guns  spouting  fire  and  smoke  from  uplifted 
muzzles  on  every  hill,  of  mounted  Boers,  thick  as 
ants,  galloping  round  and  round  the  town  in 
opposite  directions,  of  flashing  stars  upon  a  low 
horizon,  and  of  troops  massed  at  night,  to  no  pur- 
pose, along  an  endless  road.  But  I  am  inspired  by 
fever  just  now,  and  in  duller  moments  I  am  still 
conscious  that  we  have  really  had  a  fairly  quiet 
day,  as  these  days  go. 

"  Long  Tom  "  occupied  the  morning  in  shelling 
the  camp  of  the  Imperial  Light  Horse.  He  threw 
twelve  great  shells  in  rapid  succession  into  their 
midst,  but  as  I  watched  not  a  single  horse  or  man 
was  even  scratched.  The  narrowest  escape  was 
when  a  great  fragment  flew  through  an  open  door 
and  cut  the  leg  clean  off  a  table  where  Mr.  Maud, 
of  the  Graphic,  sat  at  work.  Two  shells  pitched  in 
the  river,  which  half  encircles  the  camp,  and  for  a 
moment  a  grand  Trafalgar  Square  fountain  of 
yellow  water  shot  into  the  air.     A  house  near  the 
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gaol    was    destroyed,  but  no  damage  to  man  or 
beast  resulted. 

Soon  afterwards,  from  the  highest  point  of  the 
Convent  Hill,  looking  south-west  over  the  Maritz- 
burg  road  by  Bluebank,  I  saw  several  hundred 
Boers  cantering  in  two  streams  that  met  and 
passed  in  opposite  directions.  They  were  appar- 
ently on  the  move  between  Colenso  and  Van 
Reenen's  Pass  ;  perhaps  their  movements  implied 
visits  to  lovers,  and  a  pleasant  Sunday.  They 
looked  just  like  ants  hurrying  to  and  fro  upon 
a  garden  track. 

The  reality  of  the  day  was  a  flash  of  brilliant 
light  far  away  beyond  the  low  gorge,  where  the 
river  turns  southward.  My  old  Scot  was  the  first 
to  see  it.  It  was  about  half-past  three.  The 
message  came  through  fairly  well,  though  I  am 
told  it  is  not  very  important.  The  important  thing 
is  that  communication  with  the  relieving  force  is  at 
last  established. 

About  8.30  p.m.  there  was  a  great  movement  of 
troops,  the  artillery  massing  in  the  main  street,  the 
cavalry  moving  up  in  advance,  the  infantry  forming 
up.  Being  ill,  I  fell  asleep  for  a  couple  of  hours, 
and  when  I  turned  out  again  all  the  troops  had 
gone  back  to  camp. 
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Sunday,  December  3,   1899. 

Long  before  sunrise  I  went  up  to  the  examining 
post  on  the  Newcastle  road,  now  held  by  the 
Gloucesters  instead  of  the  Liverpools.  The  posi- 
tions of  many  regiments  have  been  changed, 
certain  battalions  being  now  kept  always  ready  as 
a  flying  column  to  co-operate  with  the  relieving 
force.  Last  night's  movement  appears  to  have 
been  a  kind  of  rehearsal  for  that.  It  was  also 
partly  a  feint  to  puzzle  the  Boers  and  confuse  the 
spies  in  the  town. 

Signalling  from  lighted  windows  has  become  so 
common  among  the  traitors  that  to-day  a  curfew 
was  proclaimed — all  lights  out  at  half-past  eight. 
Rumours  about  the  hanging  and  shooting  of  spies 
still  go  the  round,  but  my  own  belief  is  the 
authorities  would  not  hurt  a  fly,  much  less  a  spy,  if 
they  could  possibly  help  it. 

Nearly  all  day  the  heliograph  was  flashing  to  us 
from  that  far-off  hill.  There  is  some  suspicion  that 
the  Boers  are  working  it  as  a  decoy.  We  lost  three 
copies  of  our  code  at  Dundee,  and  it  is  significant 
that  it  was  a  runner  brought  the  good  news  of 
Methuen's  successes  on  Modder  River  to-night. 
But  at  Headquarters  the  flash  signals  are  now  taken 
as  genuine,  and  the  sight  of  that  star  from  the  outer 
world  cheers  us  up. 
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At  noon  I  rode  out  to  see  the  new  home  of  the 
24th  Field  Ambulance  from  India,  It  is  down  by 
the  river,  near  Range  Post,  and  the  silent  Hindoos 
have  constructed  for  it  a  marvel  of  shelter  and 
defence.  A  great  rampart  conceals  the  tents,  and 
through  a  winding  passage  fenced  with  massive 
walls  of  turf  you  enter  a  chamber  large  enough  for 
twenty  patients,  and  protected  by  an  impenetrable 
roof  of  iron  pipes,  rocks,  and  mounds  of  earth.  As 
I  admired,  the  Major  came  out  from  a  tent,  wiping 
his  hands.  He  had  just  cut  off  the  leg  of  an  i8th 
Hussar,  whose  unconscious  head,  still  on  the  ope- 
rating table,  projected  from  the  flaps  of  the  tent 
door.  The  man  had  been  sitting  on  a  rock  by  the 
river,  washing  his  feet,  while  "  Long  Tom  "  was 
shelling  the  Imperial  Light  Horse,  as  I  described 
yesterday.  Suddenly  a  splinter  ricocheted  far  up 
the  valley,  and  now,  even  if  he  recovers,  he  will 
have  only  one  foot  to  wash. 

A  civilian  was  killed  yesterday,  working  in  the 
old  camp.  The  men  on  each  side  of  him  were  un- 
hurt. So  yesterday's  shelling  was  not  so  harmless 
as  I  supposed. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  I  met  Mr.  Lynch,  known 
as  one  of  the  Daily  Chronicle  correspondents  in 
Cuba  last  year.     He  was  riding  his  famous  white 
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horse,  "  Kruger,"  which  we  captured  after  the  fight 
at  Elands  Laagte.  One  side  of  this  bony  animal 
is  dyed  khaki  colour  with  Condy's  fluid,  as  is  the 
fashion  with  white  horses.  But  the  other  side  is 
left  white  for  want  of  material.  Mr.  Lynch  showed 
me  with  pride  a  great  white  umbrella  he  had 
secured.  Round  it  he  had  written,  "  Advt.  Dept. 
Lady  smith  Lyre"  In  his  pocket  was  a  bottle  of 
whisky — a  present  for  Joubert.  And  so  he  rode 
away,  proposing  to  exchange  our  paper  for  any 
news  the  Boers  might  have.  Eluding  the  examining 
posts,  he  vanished  into  the  Boer  lines  under  Bulwan, 
and  has  not  re-appeared.  Perhaps  the  Boers  have 
not  the  humour  to  appreciate  the  finely  Irish  per- 
formance. They  have  probably  kept  him  prisoner 
or  sent  him  to  Pretoria.  On  hearing  of  his  dis- 
appearance, Mr.  Hutton,  of  Renter's,  and  I  asked 
leave  to  go  out  to  the  Boer  camp  to  inquire  after 
him.  But  the  General  was  wroth,  and  would  not 
listen  to  the  proposal. 

December  ^,  1899. 

This  morning  the  General  offered  the  use  of  the 

heliograph   to   all    correspondents  in   rotation   by 

ballot.     Messages    were    to   be   limited    to    thirty 

words.     One  could  say  little  more  than  that  we 
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are  doing  as  well  as  can  be  expected  under  the 
circumstances.  But  the  sun  did  not  come  out  all 
day,  and  not  a  single  word  got  through. 

In  the  afternoon  I  rode  out  to  Waggon  Hill, 
south-west  of  our  position,  to  call  upon  the  two 
howitzers.  They  are  heavy  squat  guns  about 
twenty  years  old,  their  shells  being  marked  1880, 
though  they  are  said  in  reality  to  date  from  1869. 
They  were  brought  up  from  Port  Elizabeth  where 
the  Volunteers  used  them,  and  certainly  they  have 
done  fine  service  here.  Concealed  in  the  hollow  of 
a  hill,  they  are  invisible  to  the  enemy,  and  after 
many  trials  have  now  exactly  got  the  range  of 
the  great  6  in.  gun  on  Middle  Hill.  At  any 
moment  they  can  plump  their  shells  right  into  his 
sangar,  and  the  Boer  gunners  are  frightened  to 
work  there.  In  fact,  they  have  as  effectually 
silenced  that  gun  as  if  they  had  smashed  it  to 
pieces.  They  are  worked  by  the  Royal  Artillery, 
two  dismounted  squadrons  of  the  I.L.H.  acting 
as  escort  or  support.  Them  I  found  on  picket 
at  the  extreme  end  of  the  hill.  They  told  me  they 
had  seen  large  numbers  of  Boers  moving  slowly 
with  cattle  and  waggons  towards  the  Free  State 
passes.  The  Boers  whom  I  saw  were  going  in 
just  the   opposite   direction,   towards  Colenso.     I 
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counted  twenty-seven  waggons  with  a  large  escort 
creeping  steadily  to  the  south  along  some  invisible 
road.  They  were  carrying  provisions  or  the 
ammunition  to  fight  our  relieving  column. 

We  hear  to-day  there  will  be  no  attempt  to 
relieve  us  till  the  15th,  if  then.  A  Natal  news- 
paper, with  extracts  from  the  Transvaal  Standard 
and  Diggers'  News^  brought  in  yesterday,  ex- 
aggerates our  situation  almost  as  much  as  the 
Boers  themselves.  If  all  Englishmen  now  be- 
sieged were  asked  why  most  they  desired  relief, 
there  is  hardly  one  would  not  reply,  "  For  the 
English  mail ! " 


CHAPTER  XII 

THE   NIGHT   SURPRISE    ON   GUN    HILL 

December  5,  1899. 

WE  have  now  been  shut  up  nearly  five  weeks. 
Some  15,000  people  or  more  have  been 
living  on  a  patch  of  ground  roughly  measuring 
three  miles  each  way.  On  that  patch  of  ground 
at  the  lowest  estimate  3,500  cases  of  explosive  iron 
have  been  hurled  at  high  velocity,  not  counting  an 
incalculable  number  of  the  best  rifle  bullets.  One 
can  conceive  the  effect  on  a  Londoner's  mind  if  a 
shell  burst  in  the  city.  If  another  burst  next  day, 
the  'buses  would  begin  to  empty.  If  a  hundred 
a  day  burst  for  five  weeks,  people  would  begin  to 
talk  of  the  paralysis  of  commerce.  Yet  who  knows  ? 
The  loss  of  life  would  probably  be  small.  The 
citizen  might  grow  as  indifferent  to  shells  as  he  is 
to  shooting  stars.     Here,  for  instance,  the  killed 
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do  not  yet  amount  to  thirty,  the  wounded  may 
roughly  be  put  down  at  170,  of  whom,  perhaps, 
twenty  have  died,  and  all  except  the  confirmed 
cave-dwellers  are  beginning  to  go  about  as  usual, 
or  run  for  cover  only  when  it  shells  particularly 
hard. 

To-day  has  not  been  hard  in  any  sense.  It 
opened  with  a  heavy  Scotch  mist,  which  continued 
off  and  on,  though  for  the  most  part  the  outlines 
of  the  mountains  were  visible.  "  Long  Tom  "  of 
Gun  Hill  did  not  speak.  The  bombardment  was 
almost  entirely  left  to  "Puffing  Billy"  and  "Silent 
Susan."  They  worked  away  fairly  steadily  at 
intervals  morning  and  afternoon,  but  did  no 
harm  to  speak  of. 

Again  large  numbers  of  Boers  were  seen  moving 
along  the  south-west  borders,  and  a  Kaffir  brought 
in  the  story  of  a  great  conference  at  Bestcr's  on 
the  Harrismith  line.  Whether  the  conference  is 
to  decide  on  some  future  course  of  action,  or  to 
compare  the  difference  between  the  allied  states, 
we  do  not  know.  Probably  the  Dutch  will  not 
abandon  the  siege  without  a  big  fight. 

On  our  side  we  contented  ourselves  with  send- 
ing a  shot  or  two  from  "  Bloody  Mary  "  to  Bulwan, 
but  the  light   was  bad   and   the  shells   fell   short. 
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Sir  George  White  now  proposes  to  withdraw  the 
curfew  law,  in  hopes  that  any  traitors  may  be 
caught  red-handed.  The  Town  Guard,  consisting 
of  young  shop  assistants  with  rifles  and  rosettes, 
are  displaying  an  amiable  activity.  Returning 
from  dinner  last  night,  I  was  arrested  four  times 
in  the  half  mile.  I  may  mention  that  it  is  now 
impossible  to  procure  anything  stronger  than  lime- 
juice  or  lemonade, 

December  6,  1899. 

"  Long  Tom  "  of  Gun  Hill  surprised  us  all  by 
beginning  a  fairly  rapid  fire  about  10  a.m.  "  Lady 
Anne "  and  "  Bloody  Mary  "  replied  within  a  few 
moments  of  each  other,  and  the  second  of  the  two 
shots  exploded  right  on  the  top  of  "  Tom's  "  earth- 
works, but  he  fired  again  within  a  few  minutes, 
aiming  at  the  new  balloon,  the  old  one  having 
been  torn  to  pieces  in  a  whirlwind  nearly  a  week 
ago.  When  the  balloon  soared  out  of  reach,  he 
turned  a  few  shots  upon  the  town  and  camps,  and 
then  was  silent. 

Since  the  siege  began  one  farmer  has  steadily 
continued  to  plough  his  acres  on  the  plain  near 
the  racecourse.  He  reminded  one  of  the  French 
peasant  ploughing  at  Sedan.  His  three  ploughs 
went  backwards  and  forwards  quite  indifferent  to 
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unproductive  war.  But  to-day  the  Boers  deli- 
berately shelled  him  at  his  work,  the  shells  follow- 
ing him  up  and  down  the  field,  and  ploughing  up 
the  earth  all  wrong.  Neither  the  farmer  nor  his 
Kaffir  labourers  paid  the  least  attention  to  them. 
The  plough  drove  on,  leaving  the  furrow  behind, 
just  as  the  world  goes  forward,  no  matter  how 
much  iron  two  admirable  nations  pitch  at  each 
other's  heads. 

Of  course  percussion-fused  shells  falling  on 
ploughed  land  seldom  burst,  as  a  boy  here 
found  by  experiment.  Having  found  an  eligible 
little  shell  in  the  furrows,  he  carried  it  home,  and 
put  it  to  soak  in  his  washing  basin.  When  it  had 
soaked  long  enough,  he  extracted  the  fuse  and 
proceeded  to  knock  out  the  powder  with  a  hammer. 
Then  the  nasty  thing  exploded  in  his  face,  and  he 
lost  one  eye  and  is  otherwise  a  good  deal  cut 
about. 

In  the  afternoon  I  rode  out  again  to  the 
howitzers  on  Waggon  Hill.  The  6  in.  gun 
which  they  command  from  their  invisible  station 
has  not  fired  for  six  days.  The  Boer  gunners 
dare  not  set  it  to  work  for  fear  of  the  851b.  shells 
which  are  fired  the  moment  Boers  are  seen  in  the 
sangar.     Two  were  fired  just  as  I  left. 
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From  the  end  of  the  hill  there  was  a  magnificent 
view  of  the  great  precipices  in  Basutoland,  but 
hardly  a  Boer  could  be  seen.  Ninety-seven 
waggons  had  been  counted  the  evening  before, 
moving  towards  the  Free  State  passes,  but  now  I 
saw  hardly  a  dozen  Boers.  Yet  if  their  big  gun 
had  sent  a  shrapnel  over  us,  what  a  bag  they 
would  have  made !  Colonel  Rhodes  and  Dr. 
Jameson  were  at  my  side,  General  Ian  Hamilton, 
with  Lord  Ava  and  Captain  Valentine  were  within 
six  yards,  to  say  nothing  of  Captain  Clement 
Webb,  of  Johannesburg  fame,  and  other  Imperial 
Light  Horse  officers. 

In  the  evening  the  Natal  Carbineers  gave  an 
open-air  concert  to  a  big  audience.  A  good  many 
women  and  girls  came.  As  usual  the  sailors  had 
the  best  of  it  in  the  comic  songs,  but  the  event  of 
the  evening  was  "  The  Queen."  Though  the  Boers 
must  have  seen  our  lights,  and  perhaps  heard  the 
shout  of  "  Send  her  victorious,"  they  did  not  fire, 
not  even  when  the  balloon,  fresh  charged  at  the 
gas-works,  stalked  past  us  like  a  ghost. 

Deceviber  j,  1 899. 
A  glorious  day  for  the  heliograph,  which  flashed 
encouragement  on  us  from  that  far-off  mountain. 
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But  little  else  was  done.  The  bombardment  was 
only  half-hearted.  Some  of  the  shells  pitched 
about  the  town,  smashing  walls  and  windows,  and 
two  of  the  Irish  Fusiliers  were  wounded  by  shrapnel. 
Towards  evening  a  lot  of  children  in  white  dresses 
were  i)laying  among  the  rocks  opposite  my  window, 
when  *'  Puffing  Billy,"  of  Bulwan,  sent  a  huge  shell 
over  my  roof  right  into  the  midst  of  them  as  it 
seemed.  Fortunately  it  pitched  a  few  yards  too 
high.  The  poor  little  creatures  scuttled  away  like 
rabbits.  They  are  having  a  queer  education — a 
kindergarten  training  in  physical  shocks. 

During  the  day  I  rode  nearly  all  over  the  camp 
and  outposts,  even  getting  to  Waggon  Hill  again 
to  see  the  enemy  at  their  old  trick  of  calling  the 
cattle  home  with  shells.  There  I  heard  that  the 
6  in.  gun  on  Middle  Hill  was  removed  last 
evening,  and  that  was  the  cause  of  the  two  shots 
I  had  heard  as  I  left.  Our  gunners  detected  the 
movement  too  late  to  prevent  it,  and  the  destination 
of  the  gun  is  unknown. 

December  8,  1899. 

The   brightest   day  of  the   siege   so   far.     The 

secret  was  admirably  kept.     Outside  three  or  four 

of  the  General  Staff,  not  a  soul  knew  what  was  to 

happen.     At  10  p.m.  on  Thursday  an  officer  left 
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me  for  his  bed  ;  a  quarter  of  an  hour  later  he  was 
marching  with  his  squadron  upon  the  unknown 
adventure.  It  was  one  of  the  finest  and  most 
successful  things  done  in  the  war,  but  what  I  most 
admire  about  it  is  its  secrecy.  The  honours  go  to 
the  Volunteers.  One  regrets  the  exclusion  of  the 
Regulars  after  all  their  splendid  service  and  cheery 
temper,  but  the  Volunteers  are  more  distinctly 
under  Headquarter  control,  and  it  was  thought  best 
not  to  pass  the  orders  through  the  brigades. 
Accordingly  just  after  ten  certain  troops  of  the 
Imperial  Light  Horse,  under  Colonel  Edwards, 
the  Natal  Carbineers,  and  Border  Mounted  Rifles, 
all  under  the  command  of  Colonel  Royston, 
suddenly  received  orders  to  march  on  foot  along 
the  Helpmakaar  road.  About  600  went,  though 
only  200  of  them  actually  took  part  in  the  final 
enterprise. 

The  moon  was  quarter  full,  but  clouded,  giving 
just  enough  light  to  see  the  road  and  no  more. 
The  small  column  advanced  in  perfect  silence.  Not 
a  whisper  was  heard  or  a  light  seen.  After  long 
weeks  of  grumbling  under  the  steady  control  of 
Regular  officers,  the  Volunteers  are  learning  what 
discipline  means.  The  Cemetery  was  passed,  the 
gorge  of  Bell's  Spruit,  the  series  of  impregnable 
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defences  built  b)'  the  Liverpools  and  Devons  alonj^ 
the  Hclpmakaar  road.  At  the  end  of  those  low 
hills  the  Devons  were  found  drawn  up  in  support, 
or  to  cover  retreat.  General  Hunter  then  took 
command  of  the  whole  movement,  and  the  march 
went  on.  Three-quarters  of  a  mile  further  the 
road  enters  rough  and  bushy  ground,  thinly 
covered  with  stunted  thorns  and  mimosa.  It  rises 
gradually  to  the  foot  of  the  two  great  hills,  Lom- 
bard's Kop  and  Bulwan,  the  road  crossing  the  low 
wooded  nek  between  them.  Lombard's  Kop, 
which  is  the  higher,  lies  in  the  left.  The  kop 
itself  rises  to  about  1,200  or  1,300  feet,  in  a  square- 
topped  pyramid  ;  but  in  front  of  it,  forming  part  of 
the  same  hill,  stands  a  broad  and  widely-expanded 
base,  perhaps  not  higher  than  600  or  700  feet.  It 
is  called  Little  Bulwan  by  the  natives  and  Gun 
Hill  by  our  troops.  Near  its  centre  on  the  sky- 
line the  Boers  placed  the  new  "  Long  Tom  "  6  in. 
Creusot  gun,  throwing  a  961b.  shell,  as  I  described 
before,  and  about  1 50  yards  to  the  left  was  a 
howitzer  generally  identified  with  "  Silent  Susan." 
Those  are  the  two  guns  which  for  the  last  fort- 
night have  caused  most  damage  to  the  troops  and 
town.  Their  capture  was  the  object  of  the  night's 
adventure. 

L 
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Leaving  two-thirds  of  his  force  in  the  bush 
nearly  half-way  up  the  slope,  General  Hunter  took 
about  100  Light  Horse,  nearly  100  Carbineers  and 
Mounted  Rifles,  with  ten  sappers  under  Captain 
Fowke,  and  began  the  main  ascent.  Major 
Henderson,  of  the  Intelligence  Department,  acted 
as  guide,  keeping  the  extreme  left  of  the  extended 
line  pretty  nearly  under  the  position  of  the  big 
gun.  So  they  advanced  silently  through  the 
rocks  and  bushes  under  the  uncertain  light  of 
the  moon,  which  was  just  setting.  It  was  two 
o'clock. 

The  Boer  sentries  must  have  been  fast  asleep. 
There  was  only  one  challenge.  An  old  man's 
voice  from  behind  suddenly  cried  in  Dutch  : 
"  Halt !  who  goes  there  ?  "  One  of  the  Volunteers 
— a  Carbineer — answered,  "  Friend."  "  Hermann," 
cried  the  sentry.  "  Who's  that  ?  Wake  up.  It's 
the  Red-necks "  (the  Boer  name  for  English). 
"  Hold  your  row ! "  cried  the  Carbineer,  still  in 
Dutch.  "  Don't  you  know  your  own  friends  ?  " 
The  sentry  either  ran  away,  or  was  satisfied,  and 
the  line  crept  on.  The  first  part  of  the  slope  is 
gentle,  but  the  face  of  the  hill  rises  steep  with 
rocks,  and  must  be  climbed  on  hands  and  knees, 
especially  in  the  dark.     Up  went  the  200,  keeping 
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the  best  line  they  could,  and  sj^reading  out  well  to 
the  right  so  as  to  outflank  the  enemy  when  the  top 
was  reached.  Within  about  100  yards  of  the 
summit  they  came  under  rifle  fire,  the  Boer  guard 
having  taken  alarm.  A  picket  in  rear  also  began 
firing  up  at  random.  It  was  impossible  to  judge 
the  number  of  the  enemy.  Anything  between 
twenty  and  fift}'  was  a  guide's  estimate  at  the 
time.  The  slope  was  so  steep  that  the  Boers  were 
obliged  to  lean  over  the  edge  and  show  themselves 
against  the  sky  as  they  fired.  Some  of  our  men 
returned  their  fire  with  revolvers.  At  sixty  yards 
from  the  top  they  were  halted  for  the  final  assault. 
The  Volunteers,  like  the  Boers,  carry  no  bayonets. 
Their  orders  were  not  to  fire,  but  to  club  the  enemy 
with  the  butt  if  they  stood.  The  orders  were  now 
repeated.  Then  some  inspired  genius  (Major 
Carey-Davis  [?  Karri  Davis],  of  the  I.L.H.,  it  is 
said)  raised  the  cry :  "  Fix  bayonets.  Give  'em 
cold  steel,  my  lads."  All  appreciated  the  joke, 
and  the  shout  rang  down  the  line,  as  the  men  rose 
up  and  rushed  to  the  summit.  Four  bayonets  were 
actually  present,  but  I  am  not  sure  whether  they 
were  fi.xed  or  not. 

That  shout  was  too  much  for  the  Boer  gunners. 
They  scattered  and  fled,  heading  across  the  broad 
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top  of  the  hill,  even  before  our  men  had  reached 
the  edge.  Swinging  round  from  the  right,  our  line 
rushed  for  the  big  gun.  The  Light  Horse  and  the 
Sappers  were  first  to  reach  it,  Colonel  Edwards 
himself  winning  the  race.  They  found  the  splendid 
gun  deserted  in  his  enormous  earthwork,  the  walls 
of  which  are  30  ft.  to  35  ft.  thick.  One  Boer  was 
found  dead  outside  it,  shot  in  the  assault. 

Captain  Fowke  and  his  sappers  at  once  got  to 
work.  The  breech-block  was  unscrewed  and 
taken  out,  falling  a  prize  to  the  Light  Horse,  who 
vied  with  each  other  in  carrying  it  home  (it  weighs 
I37lbs.)  Then  gun-cotton  was  thrust  up  the  breech 
into  the  body  of  the  gun.  A  vast  explosion  told 
the  Boers  that  "Tom"  had  gone  aloft,  and  his  hulk 
lay  in  the  pit,  rent  with  two  great  wounds,  and 
shortened  by  a  head.  The  sappers  say  it  seemed 
a  crying  shame  to  wreck  a  thing  so  beautiful.  The 
howitzer  met  the  same  fate.  A  Maxim  was  dis- 
covered and  dragged  away,  and  then  the  return 
began.  It  was  now  three  o'clock,  and  by  four 
daylight  comes.  The  difficulty  was  to  get  the 
men  to  move.  The  Carbineers  especially  kept 
crowding  round  the  old  gun  like  children  in  their 
excitement.  At  last  the  party  came  scrambling 
down  the  hill,  joined  the  supports,  and  all  straggled 
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back  into  camp  together,  with  exultation  and  joy. 
They  just,  and  only  just,  got  in  before  the  morn- 
ing gave  the  enemy  light  enough  to  fire  on  their 
line  of  march. 

The  whole  movement  was  planned  and  executed 
to  perfection.  One  man  was  killed,  three  or  four 
were  slightly  wounded.  Our  worse  loss  was  Major 
Henderson,  wounded  in  the  shoulder  and  leg 
during  the  final  advance.  He  went  through  the 
rest  of  the  action,  and  returned  with  the  party, 
but  must  now  retire  for  a  week  or  so  to  Intombi 
Camp,  for  the  Rontgen  rays  to  discover  the  ball 
in  his  leg.  It  is  thought  to  be  a  buckshot,  or, 
rather,  the  steel  ball  of  a  bicycle  bearing,  fired 
from  a  sporting  gun. 

General  Hunter  found  a  letter  in  the  gun-[)it. 
It  is  in  Dutch,  and  half-finished,  scribbled  by  a 
Boer  gunner  to  his  sister  in  Pretoria.  I  give  a 
literal  translation  : — 

"My  DEAR  Sister,— It  is  a  month  and  seven 
days  since  we  besieged  Ladysmith,  and  I  don't 
know  what  will  happen  further.  We  see  the 
English  every  day  walking  about  the  town,  and 
we  are  bombarding  the  place  with  our  cannon. 
They  have  built  breastworks  outside  the  town.    To 
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attack  would  be  very  dangerous.  Near  the  town 
they  have  set  up  two  naval  guns,  from  which  we 
receive  a  very  heavy  fire  we  cannot  stand.  I  think 
there  will  be  much  blood  spilt  before  they  surrender, 
as  Mr.  Englishman  fights  hard,  and  our  burghers 
are  a  bit  frightened.  I  should  like  to  write  more, 
but  the  sun  is  very  hot,  and,  what's  more,  the  flies 
are  so  troublesome  that  I  don't  get  a  chance  of 
sitting  still. — Your  affectionate  Brother." 

In  the  afternoon  the  General  publicly  congratu- 
lated the  Volunteers  on  their  achievement.  The 
Boers  added  their  generous  praise — communicated 
to  some  doctors  left  behind  to  look  after  our 
wounded,  who  returned  to  us  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  after  being  given  a  good  breakfast.  Unhap- 
pily the  above  account  is  necessarily  second-hand. 
No  correspondent  had  a  chance  of  going  with  the 
party.  The  only  one  who  even  started  was  sent 
back  by  General  Hunter  to  await  the  column's 
return  in  a  guard -room.  I  have  been  obliged  to 
build  up  the  story  from  my  knowledge  of  the 
ground  and  from  what  has  been  told  me  by  Major 
Henderson  and  other  officers  or  privates  who  were 
present. 

Before  that  party  returned  in  triumph  another 
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important  movement  was  already  in  progress,  of 
which,  I  believe,  I  was  the  only  outside  spectator. 
Just  before  four  I  was  awakened  by  the  trampling 
of  cavalry  going  up  the  Newcastle  road.  They  were 
the  5th  Lancers,  the  5th  Dragoon  Guards,  and  the 
18th  Hussars.  The  19th  Hussars  had  been  out  all 
night  burning  a  kraal  and  distracting  attention 
from  Gun  Hill.  Just  as  the  stars  vanished,  the 
1 8th,  followed  by  the  others,  galloped  forward 
towards  the  Boer  lines  in  the  general  direction  of 
Pepworth  Hill,  though  our  main  force  was  on  the 
left  of  the  direct  line.  General  lirocklehurst  was 
in  command.  It  is  described  at  Headquarters  as 
a  reconnaissance  or  demonstration.  But  there  are 
rumours  that  more  was  originally  intended — perhaps 
an  attack  on  the  Boer  rail  head,  with  its  three 
heavy  trains  this  side  of  Modder  Spruit ;  perhaps 
the  destruction  of  the  Modder  Spruit  Bridge.  If 
the  object  was  only  to  discover  whether  the  Boers 
are  still  in  force,  and  to  demonstrate  the  coolness 
of  the  British  cavalry,  the  movement  was  entirely 
successful. 

Directly  the  cavalry  advanced  across  the  fairly 
open  valley  of  Bell's  Spruit,  passing  Brook's  Earm 
and  making  for  the  left  of  Limit  Hill  on  the  main 
road,  they  were  met  by  a  tremendous  rifle  fire  from 
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every  ridge  and  hillock  and  rock  commanding  the 
scene.  At  the  same  time,  guns  opened  upon  them 
from  Surprise  Hill  on  our  left  rear,  and  from  some 
spot  which  I  could  not  locate  on  our  left  front. 
Still  they  advanced,  squadron  after  squadron  sweep- 
ing across  Bell's  Spruit,  and  up  into  the  tortuous 
little  valleys  and  ravines  beyond,  towards  Mac- 
pherson's  Farm.  That  was  the  limit.  It  is  about 
two  and  three-quarter  miles  (not  more)  from  our 
picket  on  the  Newcastle  road,  and  lies  not  far 
from  the  left  foot  of  Pepworth  Hill.  The  i8th 
Hussars,  through  some  mistake  in  orders,  at- 
tempted to  push  still  further  forward  towards  the 
hill,  but  just  before  five  a  general  retirement 
began. 

Except  perhaps  at  the  close  of  Elands  Laagte 
fight,  or  in  one  brief  assault  of  Turks  upon  a  Greek 
position  in  Epirus,  I  have  never  heard  anything  to 
compare  to  the  rifle  fire  under  which  the  with- 
drawal was  conducted.  The  range  was  long,  but 
the  roll  of  the  rifle  was  incessant.  The  whole  air 
screamed  with  bullets,  and  the  dust  rose  in  clouds 
over  the  grass  as  they  fell.  Then  the  6  in.  gun 
on  Bulwan  ("  Puffing  Billy  ")  and  an  invisible  gun 
on  our  right  opened  fire,  throwing  shells  into  the 
thick  of  our  men  wherever   the  ravines  or  rocks 
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compelled  them  to  crowd  together.  They  came 
back  fast,  but  well  in  hand,  wheeling  to  right  or 
left  at  word  of  command,  as  on  parade.  The  15 
Squadron  of  the  i8th  had  a  terrible  gallop  for  it, 
right  across  the  front  of  fire  along  a  ridge  such  as 
Boers  rejoice  in.  Their  loss  was  two  killed  and 
seventeen  wounded.  The  others  only  lost  three 
or  four  slightly  wounded.  It  proves  how  lightly  a 
highly-disciplined  cavalry  can  come  off  where  one 
would  ha\c  said  hardly  any  could  survive. 

As  we  retired  the  Boers  kept  following  us  up, 
though  with  great  caution.  Riding  along  the 
valleys,  dismounting,  and  creeping  from  kopje  to 
kopje  among  the  stones,  a  large  body  of  them 
came  up  to  Brooks  Farm,  and  began  firing  at  our 
sangars  and  outposts  at  ranges  of  800  to  i,cxx) 
\ards,  the  bullets  coming  very  thick  over  our 
heads,  even  after  we  had  reached  the  protection  of 
the  Gloucesters'  walls  and  earthworks.  There  our 
infantry  opened  fire,  while  two  guns  of  the  13th 
Battery  near  the  railway  cutting,  and  two  of  the 
69th  on  Observation  Hill,  threw  shrapnel  over  the 
kopjes,  and  checked  any  further  advance. 

But  the  Boers  still  held  their  positions,  pouring  a 
tremendous  fire  into  any  of  the  cavalr)-  who  had 
still    to    pass    within     their    range.     As    to    their 
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number,  their  magazine  rifles,  firing  five  shots  in 
rapid  succession,  makes  any  estimate  difficult.  I 
have  heard  it  put  as  low  as  600.  Perhaps  i,cxx)  is 
about  right.  I  myself  saw  some  300  from  first  to 
last.  By  seven  the  whole  of  our  force  was  again 
within  the  lines.  Splendid  as  the  behaviour  of  all 
the  cavalry  was,  one  man  seemed  to  me  con- 
spicuous. Towards  the  end  of  the  retirement  he 
quietly  cantered  out  across  the  most  exposed  bit 
of  open  ground,  and  went  round  among  the  kopjes 
as  though  looking  for  something.  For  a  time  he 
disappeared  down  a  gully.  Then  he  came  canter- 
ing back  again,  and  reached  the  high  road  along  a 
watercourse,  which  gave  a  little  cover.  At  least 
300  bullets  must  have  been  fired  at  him,  but  he 
changed  neither  his  pace  nor  direction.  Whether 
he  was  looking  for  wounded  or  only  went  out  for 
diversion  I  have  not  heard,  but  one  could  not 
imagine  more  complete  disregard  of  death. 

The  rest  of  the  day  passed  quietly.  The  Boers 
gathered  in  crowds  on  Gun  Hill  and  stood  around 
the  carcass  of  "  Long  Tom  "  as  though  in  lamenta- 
tion. His  absence  gave  us  an  unfamiliar  sense  of 
security.  Some  called  it  dull.  "  Lay  it  on  where 
you  like,  there's  no  pleasing  you,"  said  the 
eaoler. 
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December  9,  1 899. 
The  Dutch  left  us  pretty  much  alone.  Sickness 
is  becoming  serious.  The  cases  average  thirty  a 
da}',  chiefly  enteric.  A  Natal  newspaper  only  a 
week  oltl  was  brought  in  by  a  runner.  It  contained 
ii  few  details  of  Methuen's  fight  on  Modder  River, 
but  hardly  any  English  news.  Captain  Heath,  of 
the  balloon,  told  me  he  could  see  the  Boers  con- 
centrating in  much  larger  camps  than  before, 
especially  about  Colenso  and  at  Springfield  further 
up  the  Tugela. 


CHAPTER   XIII 

THE   CAPTURE   OF   SURPRISE   HILL 

Sunday,  December  lo,  1899. 

JUST  as  we  were  lazily  washing  our  clothes 
and  otherwise  enjoying  the  Sabbath  rest  and 
security  at  about  eight  in  the  morning, 
"  Puffing  Billy,"  of  Bulwan,  began  breaking  the 
Fourth  Commandment  with  extraordinary  reck- 
lessness and  rapidity.  He  sent  nine  of  his  shells 
into  the  town,  as  fast  as  he  could  fire  them. 
"  Bloody  Mary  "  flung  two  over  his  head  and  one 
into  his  earthwork,  but  he  paid  no  attention  to 
her  protests.  The  fact  was,  the  5th  Dragoon 
Guards,  trusting  to  Boer  principles,  had  left  their 
horses  fully  exposed  to  view  instead  of  leading 
them  away  under  cover  as  usual  at  sunrise.  The 
gunners,  probably  Germans,  thought  this  was  pre- 
suming  too   much    on  their  devotion  to  the  Old 
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Testament,  and  set  their  scruples  aside  for  twenty 
minutes  under  the  paramount  duty  of  slaughtering 
men  and  horses.  Happily  no  serious  harm  was 
done,  and  the  rest  of  the  day  was  as  quiet  as 
Sunday  usually  is. 

On  our  side  we  were  engaged  all  day  in  prepar- 
ing a  new  home  for  "  Lady  Anne "  on  Waggon 
Hill,  south-west  of  the  town.  The  position,  as  I 
have  often  described,  gives  a  splendid  view  of  the 
country  towards  Basutoland  and  the  Free  State 
mountains.  It  also  commands  some  four  miles  of 
the  Maritzburg  road  towards  Colenso  and  the  guns 
which  the  Boers  have  set  up  there  to  check  the 
approach  of  a  relieving  force.  By  late  afternoon 
the  enormous  sangar  was  almost  finished.  The 
gun  will  be  carried  over  on  a  waggon  at  night.  I 
watched  the  work  in  progress  from  Rifleman's 
Post,  an  important  outpost  and  fort,  held  by  the 
2nd  K.R.R.  (60th).  It  also  commands  the  be- 
ginning of  the  Maritzburg  road,  where  it  passes 
across  the  "  Long  Valley,"  between  Range  Post 
and  Bluebank. 

The  doctors  and  ambulance  men  who  went  out 
after  the  brief  cavalry  action  on  Friday  morning 
report  they  were  fired  on  while  carrying  the  dead 
and  wounded  in  the  dhoolies.     The  Boers  retaliate 
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with  a  similar  charge  against  us  in  Modder  River. 
Unhappily,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  one  of  our 
doctors  was  heavily  fired  on  whilst  dressing  a 
man's  wounds  on   the  field. 

December  11,  1899. 
Soon  after  two  in  the  night  I  heard  rifle-firing, 
then  two  explosions,  and  heavier  rifle-firing  again, 
apparently  two  or  three  miles  away.  It  was  too 
dark  to  see  anything,  even  from  the  top  of  the 
hill,  but  in  the  morning  I  found  we  had  destroyed 
another  gun — the  4.7  in.  howitzer  on  Surprise 
Hill.  For  weeks  past  it  had  been  one  of  the  most 
troublesome  guns  of  the  thirty-two  that  surround 
us.  It  had  a  long  range  and  accurate  aim.  Its 
position  commanded  Observation  Hill,  part  of  the 
Newcastle  road.  Cove  Hill,  and  Leicester  Post,  the 
whole  of  the  old  camp  and  all  the  line  of  country 
away  to  Range  Post  and  beyond.  It  was  this  gun 
that  shelled  the  i8th  Hussars  out  of  their  camp 
and  continually  harassed  the  Irish  Fusiliers.  It 
was'  constantly  dropping  shells  into  the  69th 
Battery  and  on  the  K.R.R.  at  King's  Post, 
Surprise  Hill  is  a  square-topped  kopje,  from  500 
feet  to  600  feet  high,  between  Thornhill's  Kopje 
and   Nicholson's  Nek.     It  overlooks  Bell's  Spruit 
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and  the  scene  of  "  Mournful  Monday's "  worst 
disaster.  From  Leicester  Post,  where  two  guns 
were  always  kept  turned  on  it,  the  distance  is 
4,100  yards — just  the  full  ranc^c  of  our  field  guns. 
From  Observation  Hill  it  is  hardly  2,500  yards. 
The  destruction  of  its  gun  was  therefore  of  the 
highest  importance. 

At  ten  o'clock  last  night  four  companies  of  the 
2nd  Rifle  Brigade  started  from  their  camp  on 
Leicester  Post,  with  six  sappers,  under  Mr.  Digby 
Jones,  and  five  gunners  under  Major  Wing,  of  the 
69th  Battery.  The  whole  was  commanded  by 
Colonel  Metcalfe  of  the  battalion.  They  marched 
across  the  fairly  open  grassland  toward  Observa- 
tion Hill,  and  there  halted  because  the  half-moon 
was  too  bright.  About  midnight  they  again 
advanced,  as  the  moon  was  far  down  in  the  west. 
They  marched  in  fours  towards  the  foot  of  the 
hill,  but  had  to  cross  the  Harrismith  Railway  two 
deep  through  a  gap  where  the  wire  fences  were 
cut  with  nippers.  One  deep  donga  and  a  shallower 
had  to  be  crossed  as  well.  At  the  foot  of  the  hill 
two  companies  were  left,  extended  in  a  wedge 
shape,  the  apex  pointing  up  the  hill.  The  remain- 
ing two  companies  began  the  ascent.  The  front 
of  the  hill  is  steep  and  covered  with  boulders,  but 
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is  greener  than  most  South  African  hills.  About 
half-way  up  half  a  company  was  left  in  support. 
The  small  assaulting  party  then  climbed  up  in 
extended  line.  Not  a  word  was  spoken,  and  the 
Boers  gave  no  sign  till  our  men  were  within  twenty 
yards  of  the  top.  Then  a  sentry  cried,  "  Who's 
there?  Who's  there?"  in  English,  and  fired. 
Our  men  fixed  swords  and  charged  to  the  top 
with  a  splendid  cheer.  They  made  straight  for 
the  sangar  and  formed  in  a  circle  round  it,  firing 
outwards  without  visible  target.  To  their  dismay 
they  found  the  gun-pit  empty.  The  gun  had  been 
removed  perhaps  for  security,  perhaps  for  the 
Sabbath  rest.  But  it  was  soon  discovered  a  few 
yards  off,  and  the  sappers  set  to  work  with  their 
gun-cotton.  Meantime  a  party  was  sent  to  the 
corner  of  the  hill  on  the  left  to  clear  out  a  little 
camp,  where  the  Boer  gunners  slept  and  had  their 
meals  under  a  few  little  trees.  They  fired  into  it, 
and  then  carried  everything  away,  some  of  the 
men  bringing  off  some  fine  blankets,  which  they 
are  very  proud  of  this  morning.  The  great-coats 
were  in  such  a  disgusting  condition  that  the 
soldiers  had  to  leave  them. 

The  fuse  was  long  in  going  off.     Some  say  the 
first  fuse  failed,  some  that  it  was  very  slow.     Any- 
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how,  the  party  was  kept  waiting  on  the  hill-top 
almost  half  an  hour,  when  the  whole  thing  ought 
to  have  been  clone  in  a  quarter.  Those  extra 
fifteen  minutes  cost  many  lives.  At  last  the  shock 
of  the  explosion  came.  Two  great  holes  were 
made  in  the  gun's  rifling  near  the  muzzle,  and 
the  breech  was  blown  clean  out,  the  screw  being 
destroyed.  Major  Wing  secured  the  sight,  the 
sponge,  and  an  old  wideawake,  which  the  gunner 
used  always  to  wave  to  him  very  politely  just 
before  he  fired.  Some  say  there  was  a  second 
explosion,  and  I  heard  it  myself,  but  it  may  have 
been  a  Boer  gun  which  threw  one  round  of  shrapnel 
high  over  the  hill,  the  bullets  pattering  down  harm- 
lessly, and  only  making  a  blue  bruise  when  they 
hit.  As  soon  as  the  sappers  and  gunners  had 
made  sure  the  gun  was  destro)'ed,  the  order  to 
retire  was  given,  and  the  line  began  climbing  down 
in  the  darkness.  The  half  company  in  support 
was  taken  up,  the  two  companies  at  the  foot  were 
reached  by  some,  when  a  heavy  fire  flashed  out  of 
the  darkness  on  both  sides.  The  Boers,  evidently 
by  a  preconcerted  scheme,  were  crowding  in  from 
Thornhill's  farm  on  our  left — Mr.  Thornhill,  by 
the  way,  was  acting  as  our  guide — and  from  Bell's 
farm  on  our  right.     They  came  creeping  along  the 
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dongas,  right  into  the  midst  of  our  men,  as  well 
as  cutting  off  retreat.  Then  it  was  that  we  wanted 
that  quarter  of  an  hour  lost  by  the  fuse.  The  men 
hastily  formed  up  into  their  four  companies  and 
began  the  retirement  in  succession.  Each  com- 
pany had  simply  to  fight  its  way  through  with  the 
sword-bayonet.  They  did  not  fire  much,  chiefly 
for  fear  of  hitting  each  other,  which  unfortunately 
happened  in  some  cases.  The  Boers  took  less 
precaution,  and  kept  up  a  tremendous  fire  from 
both  flanks,  many  of  the  bullets  probably  hitting 
their  own  men.  Under  shelter  of  the  dongas  some 
got  right  among  our  companies  and  fired  from  a 
few  yards'  distance. 

Then  came  the  horror  of  a  war  between  two 
nations  familiar  with  the  same  language.  "Second 
R.B.  !  Second  R.B. !  "  shouted  our  fellows  as  a 
watchword  and  rallying-cry.  "  Second  R.B.  !  " 
shouted  every  Boer  who  was  challenged  or  came 
into  danger.  "  B  Company  here  !  "  cried  an 
officer.  "  B  Company  here ! "  came  the  echo 
from  the  Dutch.  "Where's  Captain  Paley?" 
asked  a  private.  "Where's  Captain  Paley?"  the 
question  passed  from  Boer  to  Boer.  In  the  dark- 
ness it  was  impossible  to  distinguish  friend  from 
foe.     The  only  way  was  to  stoop  down  till  you 
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saw  the  edge  of  a  broad-brimmed  hat.  Then  you 
drove  your  bayonet  through  the  man,  if  he  did 
not  shoot  you  first.  Many  a  poor  fellow  was  shot 
down  by  some  invisible  figure  who  was  talking  to 
him  in  English  and  was  taken  for  a  friend.  One 
Boer  fired  upon  a  private  at  two  or  three  yards — 
and  missed  him  !  The  private  sprang  upon  him. 
"  I  surrender !  I  surrender ! "  cried  the  Boer, 
throwing  down  his  rifle.  "  So  do  I,"  cried  the 
private,  and  plunged  his  bayonet  through  the 
man's  stomach  and  out  at  his  back. 

One  by  one  the  companies  cut  their  way  into 
the  open  ground  by  the  railway,  and  to  Observa- 
tion Hill,  where  the  enemy  dare  not  pursue.  By 
half-past  three  a.m.  the  greater  part  were  back  at 
Leicester  Post  again.  It  was  a  triumph,  even  for 
the  Rifle  Brigade :  as  fine  and  gallant  an  achieve- 
ment as  could  be  done.  But  the  cost  was 
heavy. 

Eleven  were  dead,  including  one  or  perhaps 
two  officers.  Six  are  prisoners.  Forty-three  are 
wounded,  some  severely.  The  ambulance  was  out 
all  the  morning  bringing  them  in.  Again  they 
complained  that  the  Boers  fired  on  them  and 
wanted  to  keep  them  prisoners.  Nothing  has  so 
embittered  our  troops  against  the  enemy  as  this 
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continual  firing  on  the  wounded  and  hospitals. 
It  was  sad  in  any  case  to  see  the  stretchers 
coming  home  this  morning.  Meeting  a  covered 
dhoolie,  I  asked  the  bearers  who  was  in  it. 
"  Captain  Paley,"  they  said,  and  put  him  down  for 
water.  He  had  been  reported  missing.  In  fact, 
he  had  stayed  behind  to  look  after  some  of  his 
men  who  were  down  or  lost.  He  is  known  for  his 
excellent  government  of  a  district  in  Crete.  I 
gave  him  the  water.  He  recognised  me  at  once 
and  was  conscious,  but  his  singularly  blue  eyes 
looked  out  of  a  deadly  yellow  and  bloodless  face, 
and  his  hands  seemed  to  have  the  touch  of  death 
on  them.  When  I  said  I  was  sorry,  he  answered, 
"  But  we  got  the  gun."  He  was  shot  through  the 
chest,  though,  as  he  pointed  out,  he  was  not 
spitting  blood.  Another  bullet  had  entered  the 
left  hip  and  passed  out,  breaking  the  right  hip- 
bone. That  is  the  dangerous  wound.  He  said  he 
did  not  feel  much  pain. 

The  wounded  were  taken  down  to  the  tents  set 
up  in  the  ravine  of  the  Port  Road  between  the 
Headquarters  and  the  old  camp.  That  is  the  main 
hospital  (iith  and  i8th)  since  the  wounded  were 
shifted  out  of  the  Town  Hall,  because  the  Boers 
shelled  it  so  persistently.     Since  the  Geneva  flag 
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was  removed  from  the  hall's  turret  not  a  single 
shell  has  been  fired  near  the  building.  The  ravine 
— "  kloof"  is  the  word  here,  like  "cleft" — is  fairly 
safe  from  shells,  though  the  Bulwan  gun  has  done 
its  best  to  get  among  the  tents  ever  since  spies 
reported  the  removal. 

It  is  fully  exposed  to  those  terrible  dust  storms 
which  I  described  in  an  earlier  letter.  In  the 
afternoon  we  had  one  of  the  worst  I  have  seen. 
The  sand  and  dust  and  dry  filth,  gathered  up  by 
the  hot  west  wind  from  the  plain  of  the  old  camp, 
swept  in  a  continuous  yellow  cloud  along  the  road 
and  down  into  the  ravine.  It  blotted  out  the 
sun,  it  blinded  horses  and  men,  it  covered  the 
wounded  with  a  thick  layer.  I  have  described  its 
horrible  effects  before.  Imagine  what  it  is  like  to 
have  a  hospital  under  such  conditions,  practically 
unsheltered — to  extract  bullets,  to  staunch  blood, 
to  amputate.  One  admires  the  Boers  as  a  race 
ficrhting  for  their  freedom,  soon  to  be  overthrown 
on  behalf  of  a  mongrel  pack  of  speculators  and 
other  scoundrels.  But  I  did  not  like  them  any 
better  when  I  saw  our  wounded  in  the  dust-storm 
to-day,  and  remembered  why  they  were  there. 

In  the  afternoon  a  white  woman  was  killed  by  a 
shell  as  she  was  washing  clothes  in  the  river.     She 
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is  the  first  woman  actually  killed,  though  others 
have  died  from  premature  child  birth.  I  don't 
know  which  gun  killed  her,  but  parts  of  the  town 
and  river  hitherto  safe  were  to-day  exposed  to  fire 
from  the  6  in.  gun  which  was  removed  from 
Middle  Hill  a  few  days  ago,  and  is  now  set  up  on 
Thornhill's  farm,  due  west  of  the  town.  It  com- 
mands a  very  wide  district — the  old  camp,  the 
Long  Valley  which  the  Maritzburg  road  crosses, 
the  Great  Plain  behind  Bluebank,  and  most  of  our 
western  positions.  It  began  firing  early  in  the 
morning  and  continued  at  intervals  all  day.  For 
an  hour  or  two  people  were  surprised  at  seeing  a 
free  balloon  sailing  away  towards  Bui  wan.  It 
turned  out  to  be  one  of  Captain  Heath's  dummies, 
which  had  got  away.  He  tells  me  it  will  be 
entirely  useless  to  the  enemy  in  any  case. 

December  12,  1899. 
I  was  so  overcome  with  fever  that  again  my 
aspect  of  things  was  not  quite  straight.  After 
dawn  the  Bulwan  gun  shelled  the  Star  bakery, 
close  to  my  cottage,  and  the  stones  and  earth 
splashing  on  my  roof  woke  me  up  too  early. 
Another  cottage  was  wrecked.  The  heat  was 
intense,  but  the  sun  so  splendid  that  I  have  hopes 
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my  heliograph  message  got  through  at  last.  None 
have  gone  yet,  but  I  took  up  my  sixth  version  in 
faith  to  the  signal  station  near  the  Convent.  On 
inquiry  about  Captain  Paley  I  found  he  had  been 
sent  down  to  Intombi  Camp  with  other  serious 
cases,  but  the  doctors  think  he  has  a  chance. 
Lieut.  Bond,  who  has  a  similar  wound,  went  with 
him.  Lieut.  Fergusson,  who  died,  had  four  bad 
wounds,  three  from  bullets  and  one  from  a  small 
shell  of  the  automatic  "  pom-pom,"  which  shattered 
his  thigh.  The  rest  of  the  day  was  a  delirium  of 
fever  till  the  evening,  when  the  wind  suddenly 
changed  to  east,  and  it  became  cool  and  then 
bitterly  cold.  At  half-past  eight  the  proposed 
Flying  Column,  which  is  to  co-operate  with  the 
relieving  force,  had  a  kind  of  dress  rehearsal,  all 
turning  out  with  field  equipment  and  transport  for 
three  da}'s'  rations.  The  Irish  Fusiliers  under 
Major  Churcher  formed  the  head  of  the  column 
at  Range  Post,  a  body  of  Natal  Volunteers  coming 
next,  followed  by  the  Gordon.s.  I  waited  at  Range 
Post  in  the  eager  and  refreshing  wind  till  the 
column  gradually  dissolved  into  its  camps,  and  all 
was  still.  By  eleven  the  rehearsal  was  over  and 
I  rode  back  to  my  end  of  the  town.  To-night  the 
civilians  of  the  Town  Guard  went  on  picket  by  the 
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river,  and  bore  their  trials  boldly,  though  one  of 
them  got  a  crick  in  the  neck. 


December  13,  1899. 

The  early  part  of  the  day  was  distinguished  by 
a  violent  fire  from  the  big  gun  of  Bulwan  upon 
the  centre  of  the  town  and  the  riverside  camps. 
"  Lady  Anne  "  answered,  for  she  has  not  yet  been 
removed  to  her  destined  station  on  Waggon  Hill. 
In  the  intervals  of  their  fire  we  could  distinctly 
hear  big  guns  far  away  near  Colenso  and  the 
Tugela  River.  They  were  chiefly  English  guns, 
for  the  explosion  followed  directly  on  the  report, 
proving  they  were  fired  towards  us.  The  firing 
stopped  about  10  a.m. 

All  morning  our  two  howitzers,  which  have 
been  brought  down  from  Waggon  Hill,  pounded 
away  at  their  old  enemy,  the  6  in.  gun  now 
placed  on  Telegraph  Hill  as  I  described.  They 
are  close  down  by  the  Klip  River,  west  of  the  old 
camp.  Their  object  is  to  drive  the  gun  away  as 
they  drove  him  before,  and  certainly  they  gave 
him  little  rest.  He  had  hardly  a  chance  of  re- 
turning the  fire ;  but  when  he  had  his  shot  was 
terribly  effective,  coming  right  into  the  top  of  our 
earthworks.    Equally  interesting  was  the  behaviour 


THE   CAPTURE   OF   SURPRISE    HILL     169 

of  two  Boers  who  crept  down  from  Thornhill's 
farm  among  the  rocks  and  began  firing  into  our 
right  rear,  I  detected  them  by  the  little  puffs  of 
white  smoke,  for  both  had  Martini's,  l^ut  no  one 
took  the  trouble  to  shoot  them,  though  they 
harassed  our  gunners.  If  there  had  been  50 
instead  of  two  they  might  have  driven  out  our 
handful  of  men  and  tumbled  the  guns  into  the 
river.  For  we  had  no  support  nearer  than  the 
steep  top  of  King's  Post.  Happily  Boers  do  not 
do  such  things. 

A  Kaffir  brought  in  a  newspaper  only  two 
days  old.  It  said  Gatacre  had  suffered  a  reverse 
on  the  Free  State  frontier.  There  was  nothing 
about  the  German  Emperor,  and  no  football 
news. 

In  the  late  afternoon  I  rode  up  to  the  Man- 
chesters'  lines  on  Cjesar's  Camp,  our  nearest  point 
to  Colenso.  But  they  knew  no  more  than  the  rest 
of  us,  except  that  an  officer  had  counted  the  full 
tale  of  guns  fired  in  the  morning — 137.  The  view 
on  all  sides  was  as  varied  and  full  of  growing 
association  as  usual,  but  had  no  special  interest 
to-day,  and  I  hurried  back  to  inquire  again  after 
Mr.  George  Steevens,  who  is  down  with  fever,  to 
every  one's  regret. 
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December  14,  1899. 

After  the  high  hopes  of  the  last  few  days  we 
seem  to  be  falHng  back,  and  to  get  no  nearer  to 
the  end.  Very  httle  firing  was  heard  from  Colenso. 
The  Bulwan  gun  gave  us  his  morning  salute  of  ten 
big  shells  in  various  parts  of  the  town.  They 
made  some  troublesome  pits  in  the  roads,  and  one 
destroyed  a  house,  but  nobody  was  killed. 

The  howitzers  and  the  Telegraph  Hill  Gun 
pounded  away  at  each  other  without  much  effect. 
Sickness  is  now  our  worst  enemy.  Next  to  sick- 
ness comes  want  of  forage  for  the  horses.  The 
sick  still  average  thirty  a  day,  and  there  were  320 
cases  of  enteric  at  Intombi  Camp  last  night.  Mr. 
Steevens  has  it,  and  his  friends  were  busy  all 
morning,  moving  him  to  better  quarters.  Major 
Henderson  is  about  again.  The  Rontgen  Rays 
did  not  discover  the  bicycle  shot  in  his  leg,  and 
the  doctors  have  decided  to  leave  it  there. 

It  was  disappointing  to  hear  that  the  Kaffir 
runner  I  sent  with  an  account  of  the  night  attack 
on  Surprise  Hill  had  been  captured  by  the  Boers 
and  robbed  of  his  papers.  I  had  hopes  of  that 
boy ;  he  wore  no  trousers.  But  it  is  perhaps 
unsafe  to  judge  character  from  dress  alone.  This 
runner   business   is   heart-breaking.       I    tried    to 
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make  up  by  getting  another  short  heliogram 
through,  but  the  sun  was  uncertain,  and  the 
receivers  on  the  distant  mountain  sulky  and  way- 
ward. They  showed  one  faint  glimmer  of  intel- 
ligence, and  then  all  was  dark  again. 

In  the  heat  of  the  day  a  four-wheeled  hooded 
cart  drove  from  the  Boer  lines  under  a  white  flag 
bringing  a  letter  for  the  General.  The  envoy  was 
a  Dutchman  from  Holland.  He  was  met  outside 
our  lines  by  Lieutenant  Fanshawe,  of  the  19th 
Hussars,  who  conversed  with  him  for  about  two 
hours,  till  the  answer  returned.  Seated  under 
the  shade  of  the  cart,  he  enjoyed  the  enemy's 
hospitality  in  brandy  and  soda,  biltong,  and  Boer 
biscuit.  "  But  for  that  white  rag,"  said  the  Dutch- 
man, "  we  two  would  be  tr}-ing  to  kill  each  other. 
Very  absurd  !  "  He  went  on  to  repeat  how  much 
the  Boers  admired  the  exploits  of  the  night 
attacks.  "If  you  had  gone  for  the  other  guns 
that  first  night,  you  would  have  got  them  all." 
He  said  the  gunners  on  Gun  Hill  were  all  con- 
demned to  death.  He  examined  the  horse  and 
its  accoutrements,  thinking  them  all  very  pretty, 
but  maintaining  the  day  for  cavalry  was  gone. 
He  was  perfectl}-  intimate  with  the  names  and 
character  of  all  the  battalions  here.     Of  the  Boer 
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army  he  said  it  contained  all  nationalities  down 
to  Turks  and  Jews.  He  had  no  doubt  of  their 
ultimate  success,  and  looked  forward  to  Christmas 
dinner  in  Ladysmith.  What  we  regard  as  our 
victories,  he  spoke  of  as  our  defeats.  Even  Elands 
Laagte  he  thought  unsuccessful.  Finally,  after 
all  compliments,  he  drove  away,  bearing  a  private 
letter  from  Mr.  Fanshawe  to  be  posted  through 
Delagoa  Bay  and  Amsterdam. 

December  15,  1899. 

In  my  own  mind  I  had  always  fixed  to-day 
as  the  beginning  of  our  deliverance  from  this 
grotesque  situation.  It  may  be  so  still.  Very 
heavy  firing  was  heard  down  Colenso  way  from 
dawn  till  noon.  Colonel  Downing,  commanding 
the  artillery,  said  some  of  it  was  our  field-guns, 
and  it  seemed  nearer  than  two  days  ago. 

The  Bulwan  gun  gave  us  his  customary  serenade 
from  heaven's  gate.  He  did  rather  more  damage 
than  usual,  wrecking  two  nice  houses  just  below  my 
cottage.  One  was  a  boarding  house  full  of  young 
railway  assistants,  who  had  narrow  escapes.  The 
brother  gun  on  Telegraph  Hill  was  also  very  active, 
not  being  so  well  suppressed  by  our  howitzers  as 
before.     When  I  was  waiting  at  Colonel  Rhodes' 
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cottage  by  the  river,  it  dropped  a  shell  clear  over 
Pavilion  Mill  close  beside  it.  Otherwise  the  Boer 
guns  behaved  with  some  modesty  and  discretion. 

In  the  morning  I  rode  up  to  Waggon  Hill,  and 
found  that  "  Lady  Anne"  had  at  last  arrived  there, 
and  was  already  in  position.  She  was  hauled  up 
in  the  night  in  three  pieces,  each  drawn  by  two 
span  of  oxen.  Some  thirty  yards  in  front  of  her, 
in  an  emplacement  of  its  own,  stands  the  I2lb. 
naval  gun  which  has  been  in  that  neighbourhood 
for  some  days.  Both  are  carefully  concealed,  even 
the  muzzles  being  covered  up  with  earth  and 
stones.  They  both  command  the  approach  to 
the  town  across  the  Long  Valley  by  the  Maritz- 
burg  road,  as  well  as  Bluebank  or  Rifleman's 
Ridge  beyond,  and  Telegraph  Hill  beyond  that. 

While  I  was  on  the  hill  I  saw  one  mounted  and 
four  dismounted  Boers  capture  five  of  our  horses 
which  had  been  allowed  to  stray  in  grazing. 

In  the  afternoon  a  South  African  thunderstorm 
swept  over  us.  In  a  few  minutes  the  dry  gully 
where  the  main  hospital  tents  are  placed,  as  I 
described,  became  a  deep  torrent  of  filth.  The 
tents  were  three  feet  deep  in  water,  washing  over 
the  sick.  "  Sure  it's  hopeless,  hopeless  !  "  cried 
unwearying   Major   Donegan,   the   medical   ofllcer 
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in  charge.  "  I've  just  seen  me  two  orderlies 
swimmin'  away  down-stream."  The  sick,  wet  and 
filthy  as  they  were,  had  to  be  hurried  away  in 
dhoolies  to  the  chapels  and  churches  again.  They 
will  probably  be  safe  there  as  long  as  the  Geneva 
flag  is  not  hoisted. 

December  i6,  1899. 
This  is  Dingaan's  Day,  the  great  national 
festival  of  the  Boers.  It  celebrates  the  terrible 
battle  on  the  Blood  River,  sixty-one  years  ago, 
when  Andreas  Pretorius  slaughtered  the  Zulus  in 
revenge  for  their  massacre  of  the  Dutch  at 
VVeenen,  or  Lamentation.  In  honour  of  the 
occasion,  the  Boers  began  their  battle  earlier  than 
usual.  Before  sunrise  "  Puffing  Billy"  of  Bulwan 
exploded  five  961b.  shells  within  fifty  yards  of  my 
humble  cottage,  disturbing  my  morning  sleep 
after  a  night  of  fever.  I  suppose  he  was  aiming 
at  the  bakery  again,  but  he  killed  nobody  and 
only  destroyed  an  outbuilding.  Farther  down  the 
town  unhappily  he  killed  three  privates.  He  also 
sent  another  shell  into  the  Town  Hall,  and  blew 
Captain  Valentine's  horse's  head  away,  as  the  poor 
creature  was  enjoying  his  breakfast.  After  seven 
o'clock  hardly  a  gun  was  fired  all  day.     Opinion 
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was  divided  whether  the  Boers  were  keeping 
hoh"da}'  for  that  battle  long  ago,  or  were  burying 
their  dead  after  Biillcr's  cannonade  of  yesterday. 
But  raging  fever  made  me  quite  indifferent  to  this 
and  all  other  interests. 


CHAPTER   XIV 

THE   SEASON    OF    PEACE   AND   GOODWILL 

Sunday,  December  17,  1899. 

WE  are  sick  of  the  siege.  Enteric  and 
dysentery  are  steadily  increasing.  Food 
for  men  and  horses  is  short  and  nasty.  Ammuni- 
tion must  be  used  with  care.  The  longing  for  the 
English  mail  has  almost  become  a  disease.  Only 
two  days  more,  we  thought,  or  perhaps  we  could 
just  stick  it  out  for  another  week.  Now  we  are 
thrown  back  into  vague  uncertainty,  and  seem  no 
nearer  to  the  end. 

All  the  correspondents  were  summoned  at  noon 
to  the  Intelligence  Office.  That  the  Intelligence 
should  tell  us  anything  at  all  was  so  unprecedented 
that  we  felt  the  occasion  was  solemn.  Major 
Altham  then  read  out  the  General  Order,  briefly 
stating   that    General    Buller    had    failed    in    "his 

first   attack    at    Colenso,"    and    we    could    not   be 
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relieved  as  soon  as  was  expected.  All  details 
were  refused.  We  naturally  presume  the  situa- 
tion is  worse  than  represented.  Each  of  us  was 
allowed  to  send  a  brief  heliogram,  balloting  for 
turn.  Then  we  came  away.  We  were  told  it  was 
our  duty  to  keep  the  town  cheerful. 

The  suffering  among  the  poor  who  had  no  stores 
of  their  own  to  fall  back  upon  is  getting  serious. 
Bread  and  meat  are  supplied  in  rations  at  a  fair 
and  steady  price.  Colonel  Ward  and  Colonel 
Stoneman  have  seen  to  that,  and  as  far  as  possible 
they  check  the  rapacity  of  the  Colonial  contractor. 
But  hundreds  have  no  money  left  at  all.  They 
receive  Government  rations  on  a  mere  promise  to 
]jay.  Outside  rations,  prices  are  running  up  to 
absurdity.  Chickens  and  most  nice  things  are 
not  to  be  obtained.  But  in  the  market  last  week 
eggs  were  half  a  guinea  a  dozen,  potatoes  is.  6d. 
a  pound,  carrots  5s.,  candles  is.  each,  a  tin  of 
milk  6s.,  cigarettes  5s.  a  dozen.  Nothing  can  be 
bought  to  drink,  except  lemonade  and  soda-water, 
made  with  enteric  germs.  The  Irishman  drinks 
the  rinsings  of  his  old  whisky  bottles.  One  man 
gave  £s  yesterday  for  a  bottle  of  whisky,  but 
then  he  was  a  contractor,  and  our  necessity  is  his 
opportunity.     Of  our  necessity  the  Colonial  store- 
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keepers  and  dealers  of  all  kinds  are  making  their 
utmost.  Having  spent  their  lives  hitherto  in 
"  besting "  every  one  on  a  small  scale,  they  are 
now  besting  the  British  nation  on  the  large. 
Happily  their  profit  is  not  so  easily  made  now  as 
in  the  old  days  of  the  Zulu  war,  when  a  waggon- 
load  of  food  would  be  sold  three  times  over  on  the 
way  to  the  front  and  never  reached  the  troops  at 
all  in  the  end.  A  few  days  ago  one  contractor 
thought  the  Army  would  have  to  raise  its  price  for 
mealies  (maize)  to  30s.  a  sack.  He  at  once 
bought  up  all  the  mealies  in  the  town  at  28s.,  only 
to  discover  that  the  army  price  was  25s.  So, 
under  the  beneficent  influence  of  martial  law  he 
was  compelled  to  sell  at  that  price,  and  made  a 
fine  loss.  The  troops  received  this  morning's 
heavy  news  with  cheerful  stoicism  ;  not  a  single 
complaint,  only  tender  regrets  about  the  whisky 
and  Christmas  pudding  we  shall  have  to  do 
without. 

December  18,  1899. 
How  is  one  to  treat  an  indeterminate  situation  ? 
The  siege  is  already  too  long  for  modern  litera- 
ture. It  was  all  very  well  when  we  thought  it 
must  end  by  Christmas  at  the  furthest.  But  since 
last  Sunday  we  are  thrown  back  into  the  infinite, 
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and  can  fix  no  limit  on  which  hope  can  build  even 
a  rainbow.  So  now  the  only  way  to  make  this 
account  of  our  queer  position  readable  will  be  to 
dwell  entirely  in  the  glaring  events  of  adventure 
or  bloodshed,  and  let  the  flat  days  slide,  though 
the  sadness  and  absurdity  of  any  one  of  them 
would  fill  a  paper. 

We  have  had  such  luck  in  escaping  shells  that 
we  grow  careless.  The  Bulwan  gun  began  his 
random  fire,  as  usual,  before  breakfast.  He  threw 
about  fifteen  shells,  but  most  of  us  are  quite 
indifferent  to  the  961b.  explosive  thunder-bolts 
dropping  around  us.  Indeed,  fourteen  of  them 
did  little  harm.  But  just  one  happened  to  drop 
in  the  Natal  Carbineer  lines  while  the  horses  were 
being  groomed.  Two  men  were  killed  outright 
and  three  mortally  wounded.  A  sapper  was 
killed  200  yards  away.  Three  others  were 
wounded.  Eleven  horses  were  either  killed  or 
hopelessly  disabled.  All  from  one  chance  shell, 
while  fourteen  hit  nobody  !  One  man  had  both 
legs  cut  clean  off,  and  for  a  time  continued  con- 
scious and  happy.  P'ive  separate  human  legs  lay 
on  the  ground,  not  to  speak  of  horses'  legs. 
The  shell  burst  on  striking  a  horse,  they  say  (it 
was   shrapnel),   and    threw  forwards.     While   the 
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Carbineers  were  carrying  away  one  of  their  dead 
another  shell  burst  close  by.  They  rightly 
dropped  the  body  and  lay  flat.  The  only  frag- 
ment which  struck  at  all  almost  cut  the  dead  man 
in  half.  Another  shell  later  in  the  day  killed  a 
Kaffir  woman  and  her  husband  in  a  back  garden 
off  the  main  street.  Several  women  have  died 
from  premature  childbirth  owing  to  shock. 

Most  of  my  day  was  again  spent  in  trying  to 
get  a  Kaffir  runner  for  a  telegram,  but  none  would 
go.  My  last  two  had  failed.  All  are  getting 
frightened.  In  the  evening  I  rode  out  to  Waggon 
Hill  and  found  "Lady  Anne"  and  the  I2lb.  naval 
gun  had  gone  back  to  their  old  homes.  They  are 
not  wanted  to  keep  open  the  approach  for  Duller 
now,  and  perhaps  Captain  Lambton  was  afraid 
the  position  might  be  rushed. 

December  19,  1899. 
Another  black  day.  Details  of  Buller's  defeat 
at  Colenso  began  to  leak  out  and  discouraged  us 
all.  It  would  be  much  better  if  the  truth  about 
any  disaster,  no  matter  how  serious,  were  officially 
published.  Now  every  one  is  uncertain  and 
apprehensive.  We  waste  hours  in  questions  and 
speculations.     To-day  there  was    something   like 
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despair  throughout  the  camp.  The  Boers  are 
putting  up  new  guns  on  Gun  Hill  in  place  of  those 
we  destroyed.  Through  a  telescope  at  the  Helio- 
graph Station  I  watched  the  men  working  hard  at 
the  sangar.  Two  on  the  face  of  the  hill  were 
evidently  making  a  wire  entanglement.  On  Pep- 
worth  Hill  the  sappers  think  they  are  putting 
up  one  of  the  8.7  in.  guns,  four  of  which  the 
Boers  are  known  to  have  ordered,  though  it  is 
not  certain  whether  they  received  them.  They 
throw  a  2871b.  shell.  We  are  all  beginning  to 
feel  the  pinch  of  hunger.  Bit  by  bit  every  little 
luxury  we  had  stored  up  has  disappeared. 
Nothing  to  eat  or  drink  is  now  left  in  any  of  the 
shops  ;  only  a  little  twist  tobacco. 

What  is  even  worse,  the  naval  guns  have  too 
little  ammunition  to  answer  the  enemy's  fire  ;  so 
that  the  Boers  can  shell  us  at  ease  and  draw  in 
nearer  when  they  like.  The  sickness  increases 
terribly.  Major  Donegan  sent  out  thirty-six  cases 
of  enteric  to  Intombi  Camp  from  the  divisional 
troops'  hospital  alone.  Probably  over  fifty  went 
in  all.  Everything  now  depends  on  Buller's 
winning  a  great  victory.  It  seems  incredible  that 
two  British  armies  should  be  within  tAventy  miles 
of  each  other  and  powerless  to  move. 
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I  cannot  induce  a  Kaffir  runner  to  start  now. 
Even  the  Intelligence  Officer  cannot  do  it.  The 
heliograph  has  failed  me,  too.  Sunday's  message 
has  not  gone,  and  this  afternoon  was  clouded  with 
storms  and  rain.  The  temperature  fell  30°. 
Yesterday  it  was  102°;  the  day  before  106°  in  the 
shade. 

December  20,  1899. 

From  dawn  till  about  seven  the  mutter  of 
distant  guns  was  heard  near  Colenso.  But  no 
news  came  through,  for  the  sky  was  clouded 
nearly  all  day  long.  The  new  4.7  in.  howitzer 
which  the  Boers  have  put  up  on  Surprise  Hill 
opened  fire  in  the  morning,  and  will  be  as 
dangerous  as  its  predecessor  which  we  blew  up. 
From  every  point  of  the  compass  it  shelled  hard 
nearly  all  day.  I  connect  this  feverish  activity 
with  the  apparition  of  a  chaise  and  four  seen 
driving  round  the  Boer  outposts,  and  to-day  quite 
visible  on  the  Bulwan.  Four  outriders  accompany 
it,  and  queer  little  flags  are  set  up  where  it  halts. 
Can  the  black-coated  old  gentleman  inside  be 
Oom  Paul  himself?  It  is  significant  that  the  big 
gun  of  Bulwan  did  some  extraordinary  shooting 
during  the  day.  It  threw  one  shell  right  into  the 
old  camp  ;  another  sheer  over  the  Irish  at  Range 
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Post ;  both  were  aimed  at  nothing  but  simply 
displayed  the  gun's  full  range  ;  another  pointed  out 
the  position  of  the  Naval  battery,  and  whilst  I  was 
at  lunch  in  the  town,  another  whi/zed  past  and 
carried  away  one  side  of  the  Town  Hall  turret.  I 
envy  the  gunner's  feelings,  though  for  the  moment 
I  thought  he  had  killed  my  horse  at  the  door. 
The  Town  Hall  is  now  really  picturesque,  just  the 
sort  of  ruin  visitors  will  exjiect  to  see  after  a 
bombardment.  With  a  little  tittifying  it  will  be 
worth  thousands  to  the  Colonials. 

The  day  was  cool  and  cloudy  ;  fair  shelling 
weather,  but  bad  for  heliographs.  So  my 
Christmas  message  is  still  delayed.  A  certain 
lieutenant  (whom  I  know,  but  may  not  name) 
went  out  under  flag  of  truce  with  a  letter  to  the 
Boer  General,  and  was  admitted  even  into  Schalk 
Burger's  tent.  The  Boer  gave  him  some  details  of 
Buller's  disaster  last  Friday,  and  of  the  loss  of  the 
ten  guns,  which  they  said  came  up  within  heavy 
rifle  fire  and  were  disabled.  They  especially 
praised  one  officer  who  refused  to  surrender,  fired 
all  his  revolver  cartridges,  drew  his  sword,  and 
would  have  fallen  had  not  the  Boers  attacked  him 
only  with  the  butt,  determined  to  spare  the  life  of 
so  brave  a  man.  I  give  the  story :  its  truth  will  be 
known  by  this  time. 
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Sickness  continues.  There  arc  900  cases  of 
enteric  in  Intombi.  A  sister  from  the  camp  came 
and  besought  Colonel  Stoneman  with  tears  to  stop 
the  shameful  robbery  of  the  sick  which  goes  on  in 
the  camp.  The  blame,  of  course,  does  not  lie  with 
him  or  the  authorities  here.  The  supplies  are  sent 
out  regularly  day  by  day.  It  is  in  the  careless  or 
corrupt  distribution  that  the  sick  are  robbed  and 
murdered  by  a  mob  of  cowardly  Colonials  of  the 
rougher  class,  who  had  not  enough  courage  to  stay 
in  the  town,  and  now  turn  their  native  talent  for 
swindling  to  the  plunder  of  brave  men  who  are 
suffering  on  their  behalf. 

A  deputation  of  mayor  and  town  councillors 
waited  on  Colonel  Ward  to-day.  The  petitioners 
humbly  prayed  that  the  bathing  parties  of  soldiers 
below  the  town  on  Sundays  might  be  stopped, 
because  they  shocked  the  feelings  of  the  women. 
For  a  mixture  of  hypocrisy  and  heartlessness  I 
take  that  deputation  to  be  unequalled.  The 
soldiers  are  exposed  all  the  week  long,  day  and 
night,  to  sun  and  cold  and  dirt,  on  rocks  and  hill- 
tops where  it  is  impossible  even  to  dip  their  hands 
in  water.  On  Sunday  the  Boers  seldom  fire. 
The  men  are  marched  down  in  companies  under 
the  officers  to  bathe,  and  to  any  decent  man  or 
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woman  the  sight  of  their  pleasure  is  one  of  the  few 
joys  of  the  campaign.  But  those  who  think 
nothing  of  charging  a  sokher  6d.  for  a  penny 
bottle  of  soda-water,  or  2s.  fur  twopenn'orth  of 
cake,  tremble  for  the  feelings  of  their  wives  and 
daughters.  Why  do  the  women  go  to  look  ?  as 
Colonel  Ward  asked,  in  his  indignant  refusal  even 
to  listen  to  the  petition.  Sunday  is  the  one  day 
when  they  can  stay  at  home  with  safety,  and  leave 
their  husbands  to  skulk  in  the  river  holes  if  they 
please. 

December  21,  1899. 
"Puffing  Billy,"  of  Bulwan,  distinguished  himself 
this  morning  by  sending  one  shot  into  Colonel 
Ward's  house  and  the  next  into  the  general's  just 
beyond.  In  Colonel  Ward's  was  a  live  Christmas 
turkey,  over  which  a  sentry  is  posted  day  and 
night.  At  first  the  rumour  spread  that  the  bird 
was  mortally  wounded  ;  its  thigh  fractured,  its 
liver  penetrated.  ]^ut  about  midday  public  alarm 
was  allayed  by  the  news  that  the  invaluable 
creature  could  be  seen  strutting  about  and 
stiffening  its  feathers  as  usual.  It  had  not  even 
suffered  from  shock.  The  second  shot  went 
through  Sir  Henry  Rawlinson's  office,  which  he 
had    just    left,    and    shattered    the    Headquarters' 
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larder,  depriving  the  Staff  of  butter  for  the  rest 
of  the  siege.  It  has  made  a  model  ruin  for  future 
sightseers.  Unhappily  the  general  was  ill  in  bed 
with  slight  fever,  and  had  to  be  carried  to  another 
house  up  the  hill  in  a  dhoolie.  This  may  have 
encouraged  the  Boers  to  think  they  had  killed 
him. 

It  was  again  a  bad  day  for  the  heliograph,  and 
the  Boers  have  purposely  kindled  a  veldt  fire 
across  the  line  of  light.  But  I  think  I  got  through 
my  thirty  words  of  Christmas  greeting  to  the 
Chronicle.  I  tried  in  vain  all  day  for  a  Kaffir 
runner,  but  in  the  late  afternoon  I  rode  away  over 
the  plain,  past  the  racecourse,  and  through  the 
thorns  at  the  foot  of  Caesar's  Camp,  till  I  almost 
came  in  touch  with  the  enemy's  piquets  at  Intombi. 
I  saw  a  flock  of  long-billed  waders,  like  small 
whimbrel,  a  great  variety  of  beautiful  little  doves, 
and  many  of  that  queer  bird  the  natives  call 
Sakonboota,  whose  tail  grows  so  long  in  the 
breeding  season  that  his  little  wings  can  hardly 
lift  it  above  the  ground,  and  he  flutters  about  in 
the  breeze  like  a  badly  made  kite.  Riding  back 
at  sunset  over  the  flat  I  felt  like  Montaigne  when 
he  desired  to  wear  away  his  life  in  the  saddle. 
The  difference  is  that  in  the  end   I  may  have  to 
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eat  my  own  horse.  The  shells  from  four  guns 
kept  singing  their  evening  hymn  above  my  head 
as  I  cantered  along. 

December  22,  1900. 

The  morning  opened  with  one  of  those  horrible 
disasters  which  more  than  balance  our  general 
good  luck.  The  Bulwan  gun  began  his  morning 
shell  rather  later  than  usual.  His  almost  invariable 
programme  is  to  fire  five  or  six  shots  at  the  bakery 
or  soda-water  shed  beside  my  cottage  ;  then  to 
give  a  few  to  the  centre  of  the  town,  and  to  finish 
off  with  half  a  dozen  at  the  Light  Horse  and 
Gordons  down  by  the  Iron  Bridge.  Having 
earned  his  breakfast,  he  usually  stops  then,  and 
cools  down  a  bit.  The  performance  is  so  regular 
that  when  he  has  finished  with  our  end  of  the 
town  the  men  ceafe  to  take  precautions  even  at 
the  sound  of  the  whistle  or  bugle  which  gives 
notice  of  danger  whenever  the  special  sentry  sees 
the  gun  flash. 

But  this  morning  the  routine  was  changed. 
Having  waked  me  up  as  usual  with  the  crash  of 
shells  close  by  on  my  left,  the  gun  was  turned 
down  town,  smashed  into  a  camp  or  two  without 
damage,  and  then  suddenly  whipped  round  on  his 
pivot  and  sent  a  shell  straight  into  the  Gloucester 
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lines,  about  300  yards  away  to  my  right.  It 
pitched  just  on  the  top  of  a  trav^erse  at  the  foot 
of  the  low  hill  now  held  by  the  Devons.  The  men 
were  quite  off  their  guard,  busy  with  breakfast 
and  sharing  out  the  kettles.  In  an  instant  five 
lay  dead  and  twelve  were  wounded.  The  shell 
burst  so  close  that  three  of  the  dead  were  horribly 
scorched.  One  got  covered  by  a  tarpaulin,  and 
was  not  found  at  first.  His  body  was  split  open, 
one  leg  was  off,  his  head  was  burnt  and  smashed 
to  pulp.  The  cries  of  the  wounded  told  me  at 
once  what  had  happened.  Summoned  by  tele- 
phone, the  dhoolies  came  quickly  up  and  bore 
them  away,  together  with  the  remains  of  the 
dead.  Three  of  the  wounded  died  before  the 
night.  Eight  dead  and  nine  wounded — it  is 
worse  than  the  disaster  to  the  King's  (Liverpools) 
almost  exactly  on  the  same  spot  a  few  weeks  ago. 
In  the  middle  of  the  morning  much  the  same 
thing  nearly  happened  to  the  5th  Lancers.  The 
6  in.  gun  on  Telegraph  Hill,  usually  more  noisy 
than  harmful,  was  banging  away  at  the  Old  Camp 
and  the  Naval  battery  on  Cove  Hill,  when  one  of 
the  shells  ricocheted  off  the  hill-top,  and  plunged 
into  the  Lancers'  camp  at  the  foot.  Four  officers 
were  hit,  including  the  colonel,  who  had  a  bit  of 
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finger  blown  off,  and  a  segment  through  both  legs. 
A  sergeant  lost  an  eye.  One  officer  ducked  his 
head  and  got  a  fragment  straight  through  his 
helmet.  The  shell  was  a  chance  shot,  but  that 
made  it  no  better.  The  men  are  sick  of  being 
shot  at  like  rabbits,  and  sicker  still  of  running  into 
rabbit  holes  for  shelter.  The  worst  of  all  is  that 
we  can  no  longer  reply  for  fear  of  wasting 
ammunition. 

There  was  no  sound  of  BuUer's  guns  all  day. 
I  induced  another  Kaffir  to  make  the  attempt 
of  running  the  Boer  lines.  Mr.  McCormick,  a 
Colonial  correspondent,  also  started.  I  should  go 
myself,  but  have  no  wish  to  be  shut  up  in  Pretoria 
for  the  rest  of  the  campaign,  cut  off  from  all 
letters,  and  more  useless  even  than  I  am  here.  So 
I  spent  the  afternoon  with  others,  building  a  sand- 
bag fort  round  the  tent  where  Mr.  Steevens  is  to 
be  nursed,  beside  the  river  bank.  The  five  o'clock 
shells  came  pretty  close,  pitching  into  the  Light 
Horse  camp  and  the  main  watering  ford.  But  the 
tent  itself  is  fairly  safe.  The  feeding  of  the  horses 
is  our  greatest  immediate  difficulty.  Every  bit  of 
edible  green  is  being  seized  and  turned  to  account. 
I  find  vine-leaves  a  fair  substitute  for  grass,  but  my 
horses  are  terribly  hungry  all  the  same. 
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December  23,  1 899. 

The  bombardment  was  violent  at  intervals,  and 
some  hundreds  of  shells  must  have  been  thrown  at 
us.  But  there  was  no  method  or  concentration  in 
the  business. 

Buller's  guns  were  heard  for  about  two  hours 
in  the  morning,  and  wild  rumours  filled  the  air. 
Roberts  and  Kitchener  were  coming  out.  Buller 
was  across  the  Tugela.  Within  the  week  our 
relief  was  certain.  At  night  the  i8th  Hussars 
gave  another  concert  among  the  rocks  by  the 
riverside.  In  the  midst  of  a  comic  song  on  the 
inner  meaning  of  Love  came  a  sound  as  of  distant 
guns.  The  inner  meaning  of  Love  was  instantly 
forgotten.  All  held  their  breaths  to  listen.  But 
it  was  only  some  horses  coming  down  to  water, 
and  we  turned  to  Love  again,  while  the  waning 
moon  rose  late  beside  Lombard's  Kop,  red  and 
shapeless  as  a  potsherd. 

December  24,  1899. 
Nothing  disturbed  the  peace  of  Christmas  Eve 
except  three  small  shells  thrown  into  the  town 
about  five  o'clock  tea-time,  for  no  apparent  reason. 
The  main  subject  of  interest  was  the  chance  of 
getting  any  Christmas  dinner.     Yesterday  twenty- 
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eight  potatoes  were  sold  in  the  market  for  30s.  A 
goose  fetched  anything  up  to  ^^3,  a  turkey  anything 
up  to  £$.  But  the  real  jM-oblem  is  water.  The 
river  is  now  a  thick  stream  of  brown  mud,  so  thick 
that  it  cannot  be  filtered  unless  the  mud  is  first 
precipitated.  We  used  to  do  it  with  alum,  but  no 
alum  is  left  now.     Even  soda-water  is  almost  solid. 

December  25,  1899. 

The  Boer  guns  gave  us  an  early  Christmas  carol, 
and  at  intervals  all  day  they  joined  in  the  religious 
and  social  festivities.  Our  north  end  of  the  town 
suffered  most,  and  we  beguiled  the  peaceful  hours 
in  digging  out  the  shells  that  had  nearly  killed  us. 
They  have  a  marketable  value.  One  perfect  speci- 
men of  a  961b.  shell  from  Bulwan  fell  into  a  soft 
flower  bed  and  did  not  burst  or  receive  a  scratch. 
I  suppose  it  cost  the  Boers  about  £},S^  and  it  would 
still  fetch  ^10  as  a  secondhand  article.  A  brother 
to  it  pitched  into  a  boarding  house  close  by  us, 
and  blew  the  whole  gable  end  sky  high.  Unhappily 
two  of  the  inmates  were  wounded,  and  a  horse 
killed. 

But  such  little  contretemps  as  shells  did  not 
in  the  least  interfere  with  the  Christmas  revels. 
About  250  children  are  still  left  in   the  town  or 
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river  caves  (where  one  or  two  have  recently  been 
born),  and  it  was  determined  they  should  not  be 
deprived  of  their  Christmas  tree.  The  scheme 
was  started  and  organised  by  Colonel  Rhodes  and 
Major  "  Karri "  Davis,  of  the  Imperial  Light 
Horse.  Four  enormous  trees  were  erected  in  the 
auction  rooms  and  decked  with  traditional  magnifi- 
cence and  toys  ransacked  from  every  shop.  At 
half-past  eight  p.m.  fairyland  opened.  A  gigantic 
Father  Christmas  stalked  about  with  branches  of 
pine  and  snowy  cap  (the  temperature  at  noon  was 
I03deg.  in  the  shade).  Each  child  had  a  ticket 
for  its  present,  and  joy  was  distributed  with 
military  precision.  When  the  children  had  gone 
to  their  dreams  the  room  was  cleared  for  a  dance, 
and  round  whirled  the  khaki  youths  with  white- 
bloused  maidens  in  their  arms.  It  was  not  exactly 
the  Waterloo  Ball  with  sound  of  revelry  by  night, 
but  I  think  it  will  have  more  effect  on  the  future 
of  the  race. 

Other  festivities,  remote  from  the  unaccustomed 
feminine  charm,  were  a  series  of  mule  races,  near 
the  old  camp,  for  soldiers  and  laughing  Kaffir 
boys.  The  men's  dinner  itself  was  enough  to 
mark  the  day.  It  is  true  everything  was  rather 
skimped,  but  after    the  ordinary  short  rations   it 
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was  a  treat  to  get  any  kind  of  pudding,  any  pinch 
of  tobacco,  and  sometimes  just  a  drop  of  rum. 

Almost  the  saddest  part  of  the  siege  now  is  the 
condition  of  the  animals.  The  oxen  are  skeletons 
of  hunger,  the  few  cows  hardly  give  a  pint  of  milk 
apiece,  the  horses  are  failing.  Nothing  is  more 
pitiful  than  to  feel  a  willing  horse  like  mine  try 
to  gallop  as  he  used,  and  have  to  give  it  up  simply 
for  want  of  food.  During  the  siege  I  have  taught 
him  to  talk  better  than  most  human  beings,  and 
his  little  apologies  are  really  pathetic  when  he 
breaks  into  something  like  his  old  speed  and  stops 
with  a  sigh.     It  is  the  same  with  all. 


CHAPTER   XV 

SICKNESS,   DEATH,   AND   A    NEW   YEAR 

Ladysmith,  December  26,  1899. 

GOOD  news  came  through  the  heliograph 
about  General  Gatacre's  force  at  Dordrecht. 
There  were  rumours  about  Lord  Methuen,  too,  for 
which  Dr.  Jameson  was  quoted  as  authority.  But 
the  best  evidence  for  hope  was  the  unusual  violence 
of  the  bombardment.  It  began  early,  and  before 
the  middle  of  the  afternoon  the  Boers  had  thrown 
178  shells  at  us.  They  were  counted  by  a  Gordon 
officer  on  Moriden's  Castle,  and  the  total  must 
have  reached  nearly  200  before  sunset.  Such 
feverish  activity  is  nearly  always  a  sign  of  irri- 
tation on  the  part  of  the  Dutch,  and  one  can 
always  hope  the  irritation  is  due  to  bad  news 
for  them. 

I  have  not  heard  of  any  loss  in  town  or  camp. 

194 
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Our  guns,  with  the  exception  of  the  howitzers  and 
Major  Win<;'s  field  guns,  which  can  just  reach  the 
new  howitzer  on  Surprise  Hill,  have  hardly  replied 
at  all. 

The  milk  question  was  the  most  serious  of  the 
day.  I  saw  a  herd  of  thirty-five  cows  which  had 
only  yielded  sixteen  pints  at  milking  time.  It  is 
now  debated  whether  we  shall  not  have  to  feed 
the  cows  and  starve  the  horses  ;  or  kill  the  thinnest 
horses  and  stew  them  down  into  broth  for  the 
others.  The  reports  about  the  condition  of 
Intombi  Camp  were  particularly  horrible  to-day. 
But  General  Hunter  will  not  allov/  any  one  to 
visit  the  camp,  and  it  is  no  good  repeating  second- 
hand reports. 

December  2"],  1899. 

The  side  of  Tunnel  Hill,  at  the  angle  of  the 
Helpmakaar  road,  where  Liverpools  and  Glouces- 
ters  have  suffered  in  turn,  was  to-day  the  scene  of 
an  exactly  similar  disaster  to  the  Devons. 

The  great  Bulwan  gun  began  shelling  us  later 
than  usual.  It  must  have  been  past  eight.  The 
Devon  officers  had  long  finished  breakfast,  and 
after  inspecting  the  lines  were  gathered  for  orderly 
room  in  their  mess.  It  is  a  fairly  large  shed  on  a 
platform  of  beaten  earth,  levelled  in  the  side  of  the 
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hill.  The  roof,  of  corrugated  iron  and  earth, 
covered  with  tarpauHn,  would  hardly  even  keep 
out  splinters,  and  is  only  supported  on  rough 
wooden  beams.  It  is  impossible  to  construct 
sufficient  head  shelter.  The  ground  is  so  rocky 
that  all  you  can  do  with  it  is  to  build  walls  and 
traverses.  Along  one  side  of  the  mess  tent  a  great 
traverse  runs,  some  eight  or  ten  feet  thick,  and 
about  as  high.  When  the  sentry  blows  the  warn- 
ing whistle  at  the  flash  of  a  big  gun,  officers  are 
supposed  to  come  under  the  shelter  of  this 
traverse,  till  the  shell  has  passed  or  declared  its 
direction.  At  the  first  shot  this  morning  I  heard 
no  whistle  blow,  but  it  was  sounded  at  the  second 
and  third.  It  was  the  third  that  did  the  damage. 
Striking  the  top  of  the  traverse,  it  plunged  forward 
in  huge  fragments  into  the  messroom,  tearing  an 
enormous  hole  in  the  tarpaulin  screen.  Unhappily 
Mr.  Dalzell,  a  first  lieutenant  with  eight  years' 
service,  had  refused  to  come  under  the  wall,  and 
was  sitting  at  the  table  reading.  The  main  part 
of  the  shell  struck  him  full  on  the  side  of  the  face, 
and  carried  away  nearly  all  his  head.  He  passed 
painlessly  from  his  reading  into  death.  The  state 
of  the  messroom  when  I  saw  it  was  too  horrible  to 
describe.     The  wounds  of  the  other  officers  prove 
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that  the  best  traverse  is  insufficient  unless  accom- 
panied by  head  shelter.  Though  their  backs  were 
against  the  wall,  seven  were  wounded,  and  three 
others  badly  bruised.  Two  cases  are  serious : 
Lieutenant  P.  Dent  had  part  of  his  skull  taken 
off,  and  Lieutenant  Caffin  had  a  compound 
fracture  of  the  shoulder-blade.  Lieutenant  Cane, 
an  "  orficer  boy,"  who  only  joined  on  Black 
Monday,  was  also  wounded  in  the  back.  The 
dhoolies  quickly  came  and  bore  the  wounded 
away  to  the  Wesleyan  Chapel.  Mr.  Dalzell  was 
buried  in  the  afternoon.  "  Well,  well,"  sighed  the 
old  gravedigger,  "  I  never  thought  I  should  live  to 
bury  a  man  without  a  head." 

To-day,  for  the  first  time,  we  heard  that  Lord 
Roberts  had  lost  his  only  son  at  Colenso.  The 
whole  camp  was  sad  about  it.  The  scandal  over 
the  robbery  of  the  sick  by  the  civilians  at  Intombi 
has  grown  so  serious  that  at  last  General  Hunter 
is  sending  out  Colonel  Stoneman  to  investigate. 
I  have  myself  repeatedly  endeavoured  to  telegraph 
home  known  facts  about  the  corruption  and  mis- 
management, but  all  I  wrote  has  been  scratched 
out  by  the  Censorship.  One  such  little  fact  I  may 
mention  now.  The  i8th  Hussar  officers  at  Christ- 
mas gave  up  a  lot  of  little  luxuries,  such  as  cakes 
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and  things,  which  count  high  in  a  siege,  and  sent 
them  down  to  their  sick  at  Intombi.  Not  a  crumb 
of  it  all  did  the  sick  ever  receive.  Everything  dis- 
appeared en  route — stolen  by  officials,  or  sold  to 
greedy  Colonials  for  whom  the  sick  had  fought. 
It  is  a  small  point,  but  characteristic  of  the  whole 
affair. 

December  28,  1899. 
The  night  was  wet  and  pitchy  dark.  Only  by 
the  help  of  the  lightning  I  had  stumbled  and 
plunged  home  to  bed,  when  at  about  eleven  a 
perfect  storm  of  rifle-fire  suddenly  swept  along 
the  ridges  at  our  end  of  the  town.  Rushing  out 
I  saw  the  edges  of  the  hills  twinkle  with  lines  of 
flashes  right  away  to  Gun  Hill  and  Bulwan. 
Alarmed  at  the  darkness,  and  hearing  strange 
sounds  in  the  rain  the  Boers  had  taken  a  scare 
and  were  blazing  away  at  vacancy,  in  terror  of 
another  night  attack.  The  uproar  lasted  about 
five  minutes.  Then  all  was  quiet  until,  as  dawn 
was  breaking,  "  Lady  Anne  "  and  "  Bloody  Mary  " 
shook  me  off  my  camp  bed  with  the  crash  of  seven 
reports  in  quick  succession  just  over  my  roof. 
For  some  days  it  had  been  an  idea  of  Captain 
Lambton's  to  catch  the  Boer  gunners  on  Bulwan 
just  as  they  were  going  up  to  their  big  gun,  or 
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were  occupied  with  early  breakfast.  Five  of  our 
shells  burst  on  the  face  of  the  hill  where  many 
Boers  spend  the  night,  probably  to  protect  the 
gun.  The  two  last  fell  on  the  top,  close  to  the 
gun  itself.  The  latter  did  not  fire  at  all  to-day, 
and  I  saw  the  Boers  standing  about  it  in  groups 
evidently  excited  and  disturbed. 

The  bombardment  continued  much  as  usual  in 
other  parts,  and  I  spent  the  afternoon  with  the 
69th  Battery  on  Leicester  Post,  watching  Major 
Wing  reply  to  the  new  howitzer  on  Surprise  Hill. 
Rain  fell  heavily  at  times,  and  the  Boers  never 
like  firing  in  the  wet 

The  day  was  chiefly  marked  by  Colonel  Stone- 
man's  visit  to  Intombi  Camp  to  inquire  into  the 
reported  scandals.  He  thinks  that  the  worst  of 
the  corruption  and  swindling  is  already  over,  being 
killed  by  the  very  scandal.  But  he  found  a  general 
want  of  organisation  in  the  distribution  of  food 
and  other  stores.  There  are  now  2,557  inhabitants 
of  the  camp,  of  whom  1,015  are  sick  and  wounded 
soldiers.  Of  late  the  numbers  have  been  increasing 
by  forty  or  fifty  a  day,  allowing  for  those  who 
return  or  die.  The  graves  to-day  number  eighty- 
three,  and  a  gang  of  forty  Kaffirs  is  always  digging. 
Outside  the  militar>-,  the  majority  of  the  refugees 
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are  Kaffirs  and  coolies,  the  white  civihans  only 
numbering  600  or  700.  Colonel  Stoneman  had  all, 
except  the  sick,  paraded  in  groups,  and  assigned 
separate  tasks  to  each — nursing  for  the  whites, 
digging  and  sanitation  for  the  Kaffirs,  cooking  and 
skilled  labour  for  the  coolies.  One  important  con- 
dition he  made — every  one  required  to  work  is 
also  required  to  take  his  day's  wage.  The  medical 
authority  has  objected  to  certain  improvements  on 
the  ground  of  expense,  but,  as  Colonel  Stoneman 
says,  what  will  England  care  about  a  few  thousands 
at  such  a  crisis  in  her  history  ?  Or  what  would  she 
say  if  we  allowed  her  sick  and  wounded  to  die  in 
discomfort  for  the  want  of  a  little  money  ?  By  to- 
morrow all  the  sick  will  have  beds  and  even  sheets, 
food  will  be  distributed  on  a  better  organised  plan, 
and  civilians  will  be  raised  from  a  two- months' 
slough  of  feeding,  sleeping,  grumbling,  and  general 
swinishness  unredeemed  even  by  shells. 

At  night  the  British  flashlight  from  Colenso  was 
throwing  signals  upon  the  cloudy  sky,  and  it  was 
amusing  to  watch  the  Boers  trying  to  confuse  the 
signals  by  flashing  their  two  searchlights  upon  the 
same  cloud.  They  have  one  light  west  of  us  near 
Bester's  Station,  and  to-night  they  showed  a  very 
brilliant  electric  light  on  the  top  of  Bulwan.   When 
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our  signalling  stopped,  they  turned  it  on  the  town, 
and  very  courteously  lighted  me  home.  It  was 
like  the  clearest  moonlight,  the  shadows  long  and 
black,  but  all  else  distinct  in  colourless  brilliance. 
The  top  of  Bulwan  is  four  miles  from  our  main 
street.  To  make  up  for  yesterday  the  shells  were 
particularly  lively  to-day.  Before  breakfast  one 
fell  on  the  railway  behind  our  house,  one  into  the 
verandah  next  door,  and  two  into  our  little  garden. 
Unhappily,  the  last  killed  one  of  our  few  remain- 
ing fowls — shivered  it  into  air  so  that  nothing  but 
a  little  cloud  of  feathers  was  .seen  again.  In  the 
middle  of  the  afternoon  old  "  Puffing  I^illy  "  again 
opened  fire  with  energy.  I  was  at  the  tailor's  on 
the  main  street,  and  the  shells  were  falling  just 
round  his  shop.  "  Thirty-eight,  thirt3^-four,"  said 
the  little  Scot  measuring.  "  There's  the  Dutch 
church  gone.  Forty-two,  sixteen.  There's  the 
bank.  Just  hold  the  tape,  mon.  while  I  go  and 
look.  Oh,  it's  only  the  Town  Hall  ! "  Among 
other  shells  one  came  in  painted  with  the  Free 
State  colours,  and  engraved  "With  the  compli- 
ments of  the  season."  It  is  the  second  thus 
adorned,  but  whereas  the  first  had  been  empty, 
this  was  charged  with  plum-pudding.  Can  it  be 
a  Dutchman  who  has  such  a  pleasant  wit  ?     The 
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condition  of  the  horses  becomes  daily  more  pitiful. 
Some  fall  in  the  street  and  cannot  get  up  again 
for  weakness.  Most  have  given  up  speed.  The 
5th  Lancers  have  orders  never  to  move  quicker 
than  a  walk.  The  horses  are  just  kept  alive  by- 
grass  which  Hindoos  grub  up  by  the  roots.  A 
small  ration  of  ground  mealies  and  bran  is  also 
issued.  Heavy  rain  came  on  and  fell  all  night, 
during  which  we  heard  two  far-off  explosions. 

December  30,  1899. 

Going  up  to  Leicester  Post  in  the  early  morn- 
ing, I  found  the  K.R.  Rifles  drying  themselves  in 
the  African  sun,  which  blazed  in  gleams  between 
the  clouds.  Without  the  sun  we  should  fare  badly. 
As  it  is,  the  rain,  exposure,  and  bad  food  are  re- 
ducing our  numbers  fast.  Passing  the  nth  Field 
Hospital  on  my  way  up,  I  saw  stretcher  after 
stretcher  moving  slowly  along  with  the  sick  in  their 
blankets.  "  Dysentery,  enteric  ;  enteric,  dysentery," 
were  the  invariable  answers.  All  the  thousands  of 
shells  thrown  at  us  in  the  last  two  months  count 
for  nothing  beside  the  sickness. 

On  the  top  of  the  hill  I  found  the  two  guns  of 
Major  Wing's  battery  trained  on  Surprise  Hill  as 
usual.     In  accordance  with    my   customary  good 
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fortune  all  the  enemy's  guns  opened  fire  at  once. 
J^ut  onl\'  the  howitzer,  the  automatic,  and  the 
Bluebank  were  actually  aimed  our  way.  The 
IMuebank  was  most  effective. 

It  was  amusine^  to  see  the  men  of  the  60th  when 
a  shell  pitched  among  them  to-day.  How  they 
regarded  it  as  a  busy  man  regards  the  intrusion 
of  the  housemaid — just  a  harmless  necessary 
nuisance,  and  no  more.  The  cattle  took  the  little 
automatic  shells  in  much  the  same  spirit,  but  with 
an  addition  of  wonder  —  staring  at  them  and 
snuffing  with  bovine  astonishment.  The  Kaffir 
herdsmen  first  ran  }'elHng  in  every  direction,  and 
then  rushed  back  to  dig  the  shell  up,  amid  inex- 
tinguishable laughter.  The  Hindoo  grass-cutter 
neither  ran  nor  laughed,  but  awaited  destiny  with 
resignation.  By  the  way,  there  is  a  Hindoo  servant 
in  the  19th  Hussar  lines,  who  at  the  approach  of  a 
"  Long  Tom  "  shell  always  falls  reverently  on  his 
face  and  prays  to  it. 

At  sundown,  in  hopes  of  adding  to  our  starvation 
rations,  I  went  out  among  the  thorns  at  the  foot  of 
Caesar's  Camp  to  shoot  birds  and  hares.  But  the 
thorns  are  fast  disappearing  as  firewood,  and  the 
appalling  rain  almost  drowned  me  in  the  rush  of 
the  spruits.     So  we  dined  as   usual  on   lumps  of 
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trek-ox  thinly  disguised.  Talking  of  rain,  I  for- 
got to  mention  that  the  deluge  on  Friday  night 
drowned  six  horses  of  the  Leicester  Mounted 
Infantry,  carried  away  twenty-seven  of  their 
saddles,  broke  down  the  grand  shelter-caves  of 
the  Imperial  Light  Horse,  carried  their  bridge 
away  to  the  blue,  and  flooded  out  half  the  poor 
homes  of  natives  and  civilians  dug  in  the  sand  of 
the  river  banks. 

Sunday,  December  "^^x,  1899. 
Most  of  my  day  was  wasted  in  an  attempt  to 
get  leave  to  visit  Intombi.  Colonel  Exham 
(P.M.O.)  and  Major  Bateson  had  asked  me  to  go 
down  and  give  a  fair  account  of  what  I  saw. 
General  Hunter  took  my  application  to  the  Chief, 
but  Sir  George  thought  it  contrary  to  his  original 
agreement  with  Joubert,  that  none  but  medical 
and  commissariat  officers  should  enter  the  camp. 
So  Intombi  remains  unvisited — a  vision  of  my 
own.  In  high  quarters  I  gather  that,  considering 
the  great  difficulties  of  the  case,  the  camp  is 
thought  a  successful  piece  of  work,  very  creditable 
to  the  officers  in  charge.  Otherwise  the  day  was 
chiefly  remarkable  for  the  unusual  amount  of  firing 
at   the   outposts,  and  the  arrival  by  runner  of  a 
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Natal  newspaper  with  the  news  that  Lord  Roberts 
was  coming  out.  As  it  was  New  Year's  eve,  we 
expected  a  midnight  greeting  from  the  Boer  guns, 
and  sure  enough,  between  twelve  and  one,  all  the 
smaller  guns  in  turn  took  one  shot  into  vacancy 
and  then  were  still. 

January  i,  1900. 

The  Bulwan  gun  began  the  New  Year  with 
energy.  He  sent  thirty  of  his  enormous  shells 
into  the  camps  and  town,  eight  or  nine  of  which 
fell  in  quick  succession  among  the  Helpmakaar 
fortifications,  now  held  by  the  Liverpools. 

Three  or  four  houses  in  the  town  were  wrecked 
by  shells,  the  most  decisive  ruin  being  at  Captain 
Valentine's.  The  shell  went  through  the  iron 
verandah,  pierced  the  stone  wall  above  the  front 
door  without  bursting,  and  exploded  against  the 
partition  wall  of  the  passage  and  drawing-room. 
Throwing  forward,  it  cleared  away  the  kitchen 
wall,  and  swept  the  kitchen  clean.  Down  a  passage 
to  the  right  the  expansion  of  the  air  blew  off  a 
heavy  door,  and  threw  it  across  the  bed  of  a 
wounded  Rifle  Brigade  officer.  He  escaped  un- 
hurt, but  a  valued  servant  from  the  Irish  Rifles 
got  a  piece  of  shell  through  back  and  stomach  as 


2o6  LADYSMITH 

he  was  preparing  breakfast  in  the  kitchen.  He 
died  in  a  few  hours.  His  last  words  were,  "  I  hope 
you  got  your  breakfast  all  right,  sir." 

The  house  had  long  been  a  death-trap.  Perhaps 
the  Boers  aim  at  the  telegraph-office  across  the 
road,  or  possibly  spies  have  told  them  Colonel 
Rhodes  goes  there  for  meals.  The  General  has 
now  declared  the  place  too  dangerous  for  habita- 
tion. 

In  the  afternoon  we  were  to  have  had  a  military 
tournament  on  the  Islington  model,  but  the  General 
stopped  it,  because  the  enemy  would  certainly  have 
thrown  shells  into  our  midst,  and  women  and 
children  would  have  been  there.  At  night,  how- 
ever, the  Natal  Volunteers  gave  another  open-air 
concert.  In  the  midst  we  heard  guns — real  guns 
— from  Colenso  way.  Between  the  reflected  flash 
on  the  sky  and  the  sound  of  the  report  one  could 
count  seventy-eight  seconds,  which  Captain  Lamb- 
ton  tells  me  gives  a  distance  of  about  fifteen  and 
a  half  miles.  All  day  distant  guns  were  heard 
from  time  to  time.  Some  said  the  direction  was 
changed,  but  I  could  hear  no  difference. 

The  mayor  and  councillors  relieve  the  monotony 
of  the  siege  with  domestic  solicitude.  To-day 
they  are  said  to  be  preparing  a  deputation  to  the 
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General  imploring  that  the  first  train  which  comes 
up  after  the  relief  shall  be  exclusively  devoted — 
not  to  medical  stuff  for  the  wounded,  not  to  food 
for  the  hungry  troops  and  fodder  for  the  starving 
horses,  not  to  the  much-needed  ammunition  for 
the  guns — but  to  their  own  women. 

Jiiiiitary  2,  1900. 

Soon  after  daylight  dropping  bullets  began  to 
whiz  past  my  window  and  crack  upon  the  tin 
roof  in  quite  a  shower.  The  Boer  snipers  had 
crept  up  into  Brooks's  I^^arm,  beyond  the  Harri- 
smith  railway,  and  were  firing  at  the  heads  of  our 
men  on  Junction  Hill.  Whenever  they  missed  the 
edge  of  the  hill  the  bullets  fell  on  my  cottage.  At 
last  some  guns  opened  fire  from  our  Naval  battery 
on  Cove  Redoubt.  Captain  Lambton  had  per- 
mitted the  Natal  Naval  Volunteers  to  blaze  away 
some  of  their  surplus  ammunition  at  the  snipers. 
And  blaze  they  did  !  Their  3-pounders  kept  up 
an  almost  continuous  fire  all  the  morning,  and  hardly 
a  sniper  has  been  heard  since.  There  was  nothing 
remarkable  about  the  bombardment. 

"  Puffing  Billy  "  gave  us  his  four  doses  of  big 
shell  as  usual.  Whilst  I  was  at  the  Intelligence 
Office  a  shell  lit  among  some  houses  under  the 
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trees  in  front,  killed  two  and  wounded  others. 
The  action  of  another  shell  would  seem  incredible 
if  I  had  not  seen  it.  The  thing  burst  among  the 
13th  Battery,  which  stands  under  shelter  of  Tunnel 
Hill,  in  a  straight  line  with  my  road,  less  than 
300  yards  away.  I  was  just  mounting  my 
horse  and  stopped  to  see  the  burst,  when  a  frag- 
ment came  sauntering  high  through  the  air  and 
fell  with  a  thud  in  the  garden  just  behind  me.  It 
was  a  jagged  bit  of  outer  casing  about  three  inches 
thick,  and  weighing  over  6  lbs.  The  extra- 
ordinary thing  about  it  was  that  it  had  flung  off 
exactly  at  right  angles  from  the  line  of  fire. 
Gunners  say  that  melinite  sometimes  does  these 
things. 

I  rode  south-west,  over  Range  Post  and  a  bit  of 
the  Long  Valley  to  Waggon  Hill,  our  nearest 
point  to  the  relief  column  and  the  English  mail. 
At  no  great  distance — ten  miles  or  so — I  could  see 
the  hills  overlooking  the  Tugela,  where  the  English 
are.  Far  beyond  rose  the  crags  and  precipices  of 
the  Drakensberg,  illuminated  by  unearthly  gleams 
of  the  setting  sun,  which  found  their  way  beneath 
the  fringes  of  a  purple  thunder-shower  and  turned 
to  amber-brown  a  cloud  of  smoke  rising  from  the 
burninsT  veldt. 
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January  3,  1900. 
The  quiet  hour  before  sunrise  was  again  broken 
by  the  crash  of  our  Naval  guns.  "  Bloody  Mary  " 
(now  politely  called  the  "  Princess  Victoria  ")  threw 
five  shells  along  the  top  of  Buhvan.  A  Naval  12- 
pounder  sent  three  against  the  face  of  the  hill. 
Again  it  was  intended  to  catch  the  Boer  gunners 
and  guard  as  they  were  getting  up  and  preparing 
breakfast. 

January  4,  1 900. 

No  news  came  in,  and  it  was  a  day  as  dull  as 
peace,  but  for  some  amenities  of  bombardment. 

The  Surprise  Hill  howitzer  tried  a  longer  range. 
At  lunch  "  Buhvan  Billy "  made  some  splendid 
shots  close  to  our  little  mess  and  burst  the  tanks 
at  Taylor's  mineral  water  works.  In  the  wet 
afternoon  the  big  gun's  work  was  less  dignified. 
He  threw  five  shrapnel  over  the  cattle  licking  up 
what  little  grass  was  left  on  the  flat,  and  did  not 
kill  a  single  cow. 

The  guides  boast  that  to-day  they  killed  one 
Boer  by  strategy  used  for  tigers  in  India.  Two 
or  three  of  them  went  out  to  Star  Kopje  and 
loosed  two  miserable  old  ponies,  driving  them 
towards  the  Boer  lines  to  graze.  A  Boer  or  two 
came  for  the  prize  and  one  was  shot  dead. 
P 
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At  night  the  flash  signals  from  Colenso  were 
very  brilhant  on  a  black  and  cloudy  sky.  They 
only  said,  "  Dearest  love  from  your  own  Nance," 
or  "  Baby  sends  kisses,"  but  the  Bulwan  search- 
light tried  hard  to  thwart  their  affectionate  purpose 
by  waving  his  ray  quickly  up  and  down  across  the 
flashing  beam. 

January  5,  1900. 
There  was  little  to  mark  the  day  beyond  the 
steady  shelling  of  snipers  by  the  Natal  Navals, 
and  a  great  961b.  shell  from  Bulwan  which 
plunged  through  a  Kaffir  house,  where  black 
labourers  live  stuffed  together,  took  off  a  Kaffir's 
foot,  ricocheted  over  our  little  mess-room,  just 
glancing  off  the  roof,  and  fell  gasping,  but  still 
entire,  beside  our  verandah.  I  rode  up  to  Cesar's 
Camp  in  the  morning  sun.  It  was  a  scene  of 
sleepy  peace,  only  broken  by  the  faint  interest  of 
watching  where  the  shells  burst  in  the  town  far 
below. 


CHAPTER  XVI 


THE   GREAT   ATTACK 


January  6,  1900. 
T  T  has  been  a  commonplace  of  the  war  that  the 
-■-  Boers  could  cling  to  a  position  of  their  own 
choosing  from  behind  stones,  but  would  never 
venture  to  attack  a  position  or  fight  in  the  open. 
Like  all  the  comforting  commonplaces  about  the 
Boers,  this  is  now  overthrown.  The  untrained, 
ill-equipt  farmers  have  to-day  assaulted  positions 
of  extraordinary  strength,  have  renewed  the  attack 
again  and  again,  have  rushed  up  to  breastworks, 
and  died  at  the  rifle's  mouth,  and  have  only  been 
repulsed  after  fifteen  hours  of  hard  and  gallant 
fighting  on  the  part  of  the  defence. 

Waggon  Hill  is  a  long,  high  spur  of  Caesar's 
Camp,  running  out  south-west  between  Long 
Valley  and  Bester's  Farm.     At  the  extremity,  as  I 
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have  described,  are  the  great  gun-pits  prepared  for 
"Lady  Anne"  and  a  Naval  12-pounder  some  weeks 
ago.  "  Lady  Anne "  was  for  the  second  time 
being  brought  up  into  position  there  last  night, 
and  ought  to  have  been  fixed  the  night  before,  but 
was  stopped  half-way  by  the  wet. 

The  Boer  attack  was  probably  not  merely  an 
attempt  on  the  gun,  but  on  the  position,  and  the 
gun  is  being  taken  back  to  her  usual  position  to- 
night. Besides  the  gun-pits,  the  hill  has  no 
defences  except  a  few  low  walls,  only  two  or  three 
stones  high,  piled  up  at  intervals  round  the  edge, 
as  shelters  from  long-range  fire.  The  place  was 
held  only  by  three  dismounted  squadrons  of 
Imperial  Light  Horse,  but  the  ist  K.R.R.  (60th) 
were  in  support  in  a  large  sangar  about  three- 
quarters  of  a  mile  along  the  same  ridge,  separated 
from  Waggon  Hill  proper  by  the  low  "  nek  "  where 
the  two  howitzers  used  to  stand.  From  the  60th 
the  ridge  turns  at  an  angle  eastward,  and  becomes 
the  long  tableland  of  Caesar's  Camp,  held  by  the 
Manchesters  and  42nd  Battery  (Major  Goulburn). 
The  top  is  broad  and  flat,  covered  with  grass  and 
loose  stones.  The  whole  position  completely  over- 
looks the  town  to  the  north,  and  if  it  fell  into  the 
enemy's  hands  we  should  either  have  to  retake  it 


THE   GREAT  ATTACK  213 

or  quit  the  camps  and  town.  The  edge  measures 
4,000  yards,  and  the  Manchesters  had  only  560 
men  to  hold  it. 

At  a  quarter  to  three  a.m.,  while  it  was  still  dark, 
a  small  party  of  Boer  sharpshooters  climbed  up  the 
further  (south-east)  face  of  Waggon  Hill,  just  left 
of  the  "  nek."  They  were  picked  men  who  had 
volunteered  for  the  exploit.  Nearly  all  came  from 
Harrismith.  We  had  posted  a  picket  of  eight  at 
the  point,  but  long  security  had  made  them  care- 
less, or  else  they  were  betrayed  by  a  mistake  which 
nearly  lost  the  whole  position.  From  the  edge  of 
the  hill  the  whole  face  is  "  dead  "  ground.  It  is  so 
steep  that  an  enemy  climbing  up  it  cannot  be  seen. 
It  was  almost  a  case  of  Majuba  again. 

The  Dutch  crept  up  quite  unobserved.  At  last 
a  sentry  challenged,  and  was  answered  with 
"  Friend."  He  was  shot  dead,  and  was  found  with 
rifle  raised  and  still  loaded.  The  alarm  was  given, 
but  no  one  realised  what  had  happened.  Captain 
Long  (A.S.C.),  who  was  superintending  the  trans- 
port of  "Lady  Anne,"  told  mc  he  could  not  under- 
stand how  it  was  that  bullets  kept  whistling  past 
his  nose.  He  thought  the  firing  was  from  our  own 
sentries.  But  the  Dutch  had  reached  the  summit, 
and   were   enfilading   the   "  nek "   and   the  whole 
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extremity  of  the  hill  from  our  left.  As  light  began 
to  dawn  it  was  impossible  to  show  oneself  for  a 
moment  on  the  open  top.  The  furthest  range  was 
not  over  300  yards,  and  the  top  of  a  helmet,  the 
corner  of  an  arm,  was  sufficient  aim  for  those 
deadly  marksmen.  Unable  to  stand  against  the 
fire,  the  Light  Horse  withdrew  behind  the  crest  of 
the  hill,  whilst  small  parties  continued  a  desperate 
defence  from  the  two  big  gun-pits. 

Nearly  all  the  officers  present  have  been  killed 
or  wounded,  and  it  is  difficult  to  get  a  clear 
account  of  what  happened  from  any  eye-witness. 
Four  companies  from  each  battalion  of  the  K.R. 
Rifles  came  up  within  the  hour,  but  no  one  keeps 
count  of  time  in  such  a  struggle.  The  Boers  were 
now  climbing  up  all  along  the  face  of  the  hill,  and 
firing  from  the  edge.  All  day  about  half  the 
summit  was  in  their  possession.  Three  times  they 
actually  occupied  the  gun-pits  and  had  to  be  driven 
out  again.  Leaning  their  rifles  over  the  parapets 
they  fired  into  the  space  inside.  It  was  so  that 
Major  Miller-Wallnutt,  of  the  Gordons,  was  killed. 
Old  De  Villiers,  the  Harrismith  commandant,  shot 
him  over  the  wall,  and  was  in  turn  shot  by 
Corporal  Albrecht,  of  the  Light  Horse,  who  was 
himself  shot  by  a  Field-Cornet,  who  was  in  turn 


THE   GREAT  ATTACK  215 

shot  by  Di<;by-Jonc.s,  the  sapper.  So  it  went  on. 
The  Boers  advanced  to  absolutely  certain  death, 
and  they  met  it  without  hesitation — the  Boers  who 
would  never  have  the  courage  to  attack  a  position! 
One  little  incident  illustrates  their  spirit.  A 
rugged  old  Boer  finding  one  of  the  I.L.II.  wounded 
on  the  ground,  stopped  under  fire  and  bound  him 
up.  "  I  feel  no  hatred  towards  you,"  he  said,  "  but 
you  have  no  reason  to  fight  at  all.  We  are  fight- 
ing for  our  country."  lie  turned  away,  and  a 
bullet  killed  him  as  he  turned. 

Before  six  o'clock  the  defence  was  further  rein- 
forced by  a  party  of  Gordons  from  Maiden  Castle. 
They  did  excellent  work  throughout  the  day, 
though  they,  too,  were  once  or  twice  driven  from 
the  top.  But  the  credit  of  the  stand  remains  with 
the  I.L.II.  and  a  few  sappers  like  Digby-Jones, 
who  held  one  of  the  little  forts  alone  for  a  time, 
killed  three  Boers  with  his  revolver,  and  went  for  a 
fourth  with  the  butt.  Me  would  have  had  the 
V.C.  if  he  had  not  fallen.  So  perhaps  would 
Dennis,  of  the  Sappers,  though  I  am  told  he  was 
present  without  orders.  Lord  Ava,  galloper  to 
General  Ian  Hamilton,  commanding  the  defences, 
was  shot  through  the  head  early  in  the  day,  about 
six  o'clock.     Sent   forward  with  a  message  to  the 
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Light  Horse,  he  was  looking  through  glasses  over 
a  rock  when  the  bullet  took  him.  While  I  write 
he  is  still  alive,  but  given  up.  A  finer  fellow  never 
lived.  "  You'd  never  take  him  for  a  lord,"  said  an 
Irish  sergeant,  "he  seems  quite  a  nice  gentle- 
man." Equally  sad  was  the  loss  of  Colonel  Dick- 
Cunyngham,  of  the  Gordons.  A  spent  bullet 
struck  him  in  the  back  as  he  was  leaving  camp. 
The  wound  is  mortal,  and  he  had  only  just  re- 
covered from  his  wound  at  Elands  Laagte. 

So  the  fight  began.  The  official  estimate  of  the 
Boers  who  gained  the  top  is  600.  Eye-witnesses 
put  the  number  at  anything  between  100  and 
1,000.  The  struggle  continued  from  3  a.m.  till 
nearly  seven  at  night.  It  must  be  remembered 
that  our  men  had  nothing  to  eat  from  five  the 
afternoon  before,  and  got  nothing  till  nine  at  night. 
Twenty-eight  hours  they  were  without  food,  and  for 
about  sixteen  they  were  fighting  for  life  and  death. 
At  4  p.m.  a  tremendous  thunderstorm  with  rain 
and  hail  came  on,  but  the  fire  never  slackened. 
The  2 1st  and  67th  Batteries  were  behind  the 
position  in  front  of  Range  Post,  but  were  unable  to 
give  assistance  for  fear  of  killing  our  men.  The 
1 8th  Hussars  and  5th  Dragoon  Guards  and  some 
5th  Lancers  came  up  dismounted  to  reinforce,  but 


THE   GREAT   ATTACK  217 

still  the  enemy  clung  to  the  rocks,  and  still  it  was 
death  to  creep  out  on  the  narrow  level  of  the 
summit. 

It  was  now  evident  that  the  position  must  be 
retaken  at  all  costs,  or  the  enemy  would  hold  it  all 
night.  The  General  sent  for  three  companies  of 
the  Devons.  Up  they  came,  tramping  through  the 
storm — that  glorious  regiment  of  Western  English- 
men. Colonel  Park  and  four  other  officers  led 
them  on.  It  was  about  six  o'clock  when  they 
reached  the  summit.  Keeping  well  to  the  left  of 
the  "  nek,'  between  the  extremity  held  by  the 
Light  Horse  and  the  6oth's  sangar,  they  took  open 
order  under  cover  of  the  ridge.  Then  came  the 
command  to  sweep  the  position  with  the  bayonet. 
They  fixed,  and  advanced  at  the  quick  till  they 
reached  the  open.  Then,  under  a  steady  hail  of 
bullets,  they  came  on  at  the  double — 180  men,  with 
the  steel  ready.  Colonel  Park  himself  led  them. 
The  Boers  kept  up  an  incessant  fire  till  the  line 
was  within  fifteen  yards.  Then  they  turned  and 
ran,  leaping  down  the  steep  face  of  the  hill,  and 
disappearing  in  the  dead  ground.  Their  retreat 
was  gallantly  covered  by  their  comrades,  who 
swept  the  ridge  with  an  oblique  fire  from  both 
sides. 
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The  Devons,  edging  a  little  to  the  right  in  their 
charge,  got  some  cover  from  a  low  wall  near  the 
"  nek  "  just  quitted  by  the  Boers,  Even  there  the 
danger  was  terrible.  It  was  there  that  four  officers 
fell,  three  stone  dead.  It  will  be  long  before  such 
officers  as  Lafone  (already  twice  wounded  in  this 
war)  and  Field  can  be  replaced.  Lieutenant 
Masterson,  formerly  a  private,  and  later  a  colour- 
sergeant  in  the  Irish  Fusiliers,  was  ordered  back 
over  the  exposed  space  cleared  by  the  first  charge 
to  bring  up  a  small  reinforcement  further  on  the 
left.  On  the  way  he  was  shot  at  least  three  times, 
but  staggered  on  and  gave  his  order.  He  still 
survives,  and  is  recommended  for  the  Victoria 
Cross.  He  comes  of  a  fighting  Irish  stock,  and  his 
great-grandfather  captured  the  French  Eagle  at 
Barossa  in  the  Peninsular  War.  He  received  his 
commission  for  gallantry  in  Egypt. 

But  the  day  was  won.  The  position  was  cleared. 
That  charge  finished  the  business.  The  credit 
for  the  whole  defence  against  one  of  the  bravest 
attacks  ever  made  rests  with  the  Light  Horse,  the 
Gordons,  and  the  Devons.  Yet  it  is  impossible  to 
forget  the  unflinching  self-devotion  of  the  King's 
Royal  Rifle  officers.  They  suffered  terribly,  and 
the  worst  is  they  suffered  almost  in  vain.     At  one 
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moment,  when  the  defenders  had  been  driven  back 
over  the  summit's  edge,  Major  Mackworlh  (of  tjic 
Queen's,  but  attached  to  the  King's  Royal  Rifles) 
went  up  again,  caUing  on  the  men  to  follow  him. 
Just  with  his  walking-stick  in  his  hand  he  went  up, 
and  with  the  few  brave  men  who  followed  him  he 
died. 

The  attack  on  the  main  position  of  Caesar's 
Camp  was  much  the  same  in  plan  and  result.  At 
3  a.m.  the  Manchester  pickets  along  the  ex- 
tremity's left  edge  {i.e.,  north-east)  were  surprised 
by  the  appearance  of  Boers  in  their  very  midst. 
Lieutenant  Hunt-Grubbe,  who  was  visiting  the 
pickets,  mistook  them  for  volunteers.  "  Mullo ! 
Boers !  "  he  cried  out.  They  laughed  and 
answered,  "Yes,  burghers!"  He  was  a  {prisoner 
in  their  hands  for  some  hours.  The  whole  of  one 
section  was  shot  dead  at  their  post.  The  alarm 
was  given,  but  the  outlying  sentries  and  piquets 
could  not  move  from  the  little  shelters  and  walls 
which  alone  protected  them  from  the  oblique  fire 
from  an  unknown  direction.  Many  were  shot 
down.  Some  remained  hidden  at  the  bottom  of 
their  defence  pits  till  late  in  the  afternoon  without 
being  able  to  stir.  Creeping  up  the  dead  ground 
on  the  cliffs  face,  which  is  covered  with  rocks  and 
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thick  bushes,  the  Boers  lined  the  left  edge  of  the 
summit  in  great  numbers.  Probably  about  i,ooo 
attacked  that  part  alone,  and  about  200  advanced 
on  to  the  top.  They  were  all  Transvaal  Boers, 
chiefly  volunteers  from  the  commandoes  of  Heidel- 
burg  and  Wakkerstroom.  This  main  body  was 
attempting  to  take  our  left  (north)  side  of  the  hill 
in  flank,  and  kept  edging  through  the  thorns  and 
dongas  near  the  foot.  The  Natal  Police,  supported 
by  the  Natal  Mounted  Rifles,  had  been  set  to 
prevent  such  a  movement,  but  had  left  a  gap  of 
500  yards  between  their  right  and  three  companies 
of  Gordons  stationed  in  front  of  "  Fly  "  kraal  on 
that  side  of  the  hill.  At  last,  observing  the  enemy 
in  a  donga,  they  challenged,  and  were  met  by  the 
answer,  "  For  God's  sake,  don't  fire ;  we're  the 
Town  Guard."  At  once  they  were  undeceived  by 
a  volley  which  killed  one  of  them  and  wounded  a 
few  others.  How  far  they  avenged  this  act  of 
treachery  I  have  not  discovered.  The  Boers 
flanking  movement  was  only  checked  by  the  53rd 
Battery  (Major  Abdy),  which  was  posted  on  the 
flat  across  the  river  from  the  show  ground,  and  did 
splendid  service  all  day.  It  shelled  the  side  and 
top  of  the  hill  almost  incessantly,  though  the  big 
Bulwan  gun   kept  pouring  shrapnel  and  common 
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shell  right  in  front  of  it,  making  all  the  veldt  look 
like  a  ploughed  field. 

Meantime  the  Boers  on  the  summit  held  their 
ground.  Their  movement  was  backed  by  three 
field  guns  and  two  automatics  across  the  Bcstcr's 
valley  at  ranges  of  2,000  yards  and  4,000  yards. 
Their  further  advance  along  the  edge  was  really 
checked  by  two  Manchester  privates,  Scott  and 
Pitts,  who  kept  up  an  incessant  fire  from  their 
little  wall  at  the  extremity  after  all  their  comrades 
were  shot.  Three  companies  of  the  Rifle  Brigade 
at  last  came  up  to  reinforce.  Then  the  G  Company 
of  the  Gordons,  under  Captain  Carnegie.  But  for 
a  long  time  no  one  knew  where  the  gap  in  our  line 
really  was.  About  half-past  nine  one  could  see 
the  enemy  still  thick  among  the  rocks  and  trees 
on  the  left  of  the  cxtremit}',  though  the  shrapnel 
was  dropping  all  among  them  from  the  53rd 
Battery.  It  was  just  before  this  that  Lieutenant 
Walker,  watching  with  a  telescope  from  the  signal 
station  on  the  Convent,  saw  two  Boers  creeping 
along  the  edge  alone  for  about  150  yards  under 
tremendous  fire.  Suddenly  a  shrapnel  took  them, 
and  both  fell  down.  They  were  father  and  son. 
About  half-past  ten  the  first  assault  was  repulsed, 
and    for  a  time   the   Boers   disappeared,  bat   one 
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could  see  reinforcements  massing  behind  a  hill 
called  the  "  Red  Kopje,"  across  the  deep  stream 
of  the  Bester's  valley.  The  second  main  attack 
was  delivered  about  one,  and  the  third  during  the 
storm  at  five.  I  think,  after  the  first  assault,  the 
Boer  line  never  advanced  beyond  the  cover  of  the 
edge.  But  their  incessant  fire  was  supported  by  a 
storm  of  long-range  bullets  from  the  heights  across 
the  valley.  The  position  was  not  finally  cleared 
till  nearly  seven. 

The  attack  and  the  defence  were  equally  gallant, 
as  at  Waggon  Hill.  Our  guns  were  of  far  more 
service  than  theirs,  but  probably  the  loss  by  rifle 
fire  was  not  so  great,  the  range  being  longer.  The 
total  force  of  the  attack  on  both  positions  was 
probably  about  7,000.  Some  2,000  Volunteers  led 
the  way— old  Boer  farmers  and  picked  men  who 
came  forward  after  a  prayer  meeting  on  Friday. 
For  immovable  courage  I  think  it  would  be 
impossible  to  beat  our  gunners — especially  of  the 
42nd  and  53rd  Batteries.  All  through  the  action 
they  continued  the  routine  of  gunnery  just  as  if 
they  were  out  for  exercise  on  the  sands. 

By  seven  o'clock  the  main  positions  on  the  south 
side  of  our  defences  were  safe.  On  the  north, 
fighting  had  been  going  on  all  day  also.     At  about 
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4  a.m.  the  artillery  and  rifle  fire  was  so  violent 
around  Observation  Hill  that  1  thought  the  main 
attack  was  on  that  point.  Originally  the  Boers  no 
doubt  intended  a  strong  attack  there.  The  hill 
has  always  been  one  of  the  weakest  points  of  our 
defence. 

The  Boers  began  their  attack  on  Observation 
Hill  just  before  dawn  with  a  rapid  fire  of  guns 
and  rifles  at  long  range.  At  first  only  our  guns 
replied,  the  two  of  the  69th  doing  excellent  work 
with  shrapnel  over  the  opposite  ridges.  By  about 
six  we  could  see  the  Boers  creeping  forward  over 
Bell  Spruit  and  making  their  way  up  the  dongas 
and  ridges  in  our  front.  At  about  eight  there 
was  a  pause,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  attack  was 
abandoned,  but  it  began  again  at  nine  with  greater 
violence.  The  shell  fire  was  terrific.  Every  kind 
of  shell,  from  the  45-pounder  of  the  4.7  in. 
howitzer  down  to  the  i  J-pounder  of  the  automatic, 
was  hurled  against  those  little  walls,  while  shrapnel 
burst  almost  incessantly  overhead. 

It  is  significant  for  our  own  use  of  artillery  that 
not  a  single  man  was  killed  by  shells,  though  the 
air  buzzed  with  them.  The  loose  stone  walls  were 
cover  enough.  But  the  demoralising  effect  of  shell 
fire  is  well  known  to  all  who  have  stood  it.     A 
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good  regiment  is  needed  to  hold  on  against  such 
a  storm.  But  the  Devons  are  a  good  regiment — 
perhaps  the  best  here  now — and,  under  the  com- 
mand of  Major  Curry,  they  held.  At  half-past 
nine  the  rifle  fire  at  short  range  became  terrible. 

Boers  were  crawling  up  over  what  little  dead 
ground  there  was,  and  one  group  of  them  reached 
an  edge  from  which  they  began  firing  into  our 
breastwork  at  about  fifteen  yards.  One  or  two 
of  them  sprang  up  as  though  to  charge.  With 
bayonets  they  might  have  come  on,  but,  standing 
to  fire,  they  were  at  once  shot  down.  Among  them 
was  Schutte,  the  commandant  of  the  force.  He 
was  killed  on  the  edge,  with  about  ten  others. 
Then  the  attacking  group  fell  back  into  the  dead 
ground.  Our  men  got  the  order  not  to  fire  on 
them  if  they  ran  away.  It  was  the  best  means  of 
clearing  them  off  the  hill,  and  they  made  off  one 
by  one.  The  long-range  fire  continued  all  day, 
but  there  was  no  further  rush  upon  our  works. 
Our  loss  was  only  two  men  killed  and  a  few 
wounded.  The  Boer  loss  is  estimated  at  fifty,  but 
it  is  impossible  to  know. 

The  King's  (Liverpools),  who  now  hold  the 
works  built  by  the  Devons  on  the  low  Helpmakaar 
ridge,  were  also  under  rifle  and  shell  fire  all  day. 
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About  3  jxm.  about  eighty  Boers  came  down  the 
deep  ravine  or  donga  at  the  further  end  of  the 
ridge.  A  mounted  infantry  picket  of  three  men 
was  away  across  the  donga,  watching  the  road 
towards  Lombard's  Nek.  Instead  of  retiring,  they 
calmly  lay  down  and  fired  into  the  thick  of  the 
Boers  whenever  they  saw  them.  Apparently  the 
Boers  had  intended  some  sort  of  attack  or  feint, 
but,  instead  of  advancing,  they  remained  hidden 
in  the  donga,  firing  over  the  banks.  At  last  Major 
Grattan,  fearing  the  brave  little  picket  might  be 
cut  off,  sent  out  two  infantry  patrols  in  extended 
order,  and  the  Boers  did  not  await  their  coming  ; 
they  hurried  up  the  donga  into  the  shelter  of  the 
thorns,  which  just  now  are  all  golden  with  balls  of 
sweet-smelling  blossom. 

Soon  after  the  sun  set  behind  the  storm  of  rain 
the  fighting  ceased.  The  long  and  terrible  day 
was  done.  I  found  myself  with  the  Irish  Fusiliers 
at  Range  Post,  where  the  road  crosses  to  the 
foot  of  Waggon  Hill.  The  stream  of  ambulance 
was  incessant — covered  mule-waggons,  little  ox- 
carts, green  dhoolies  carried  by  indomitable 
Hindoos,  knee-deep  in  water,  and  indifferent  to 
every  kind  of  death.  In  the  sixteen  hours'  fighting 
we  have  lost  fourteen  officers  and  lOO  men  killed, 
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twenty-one  officers  and  220  men  wounded.  The 

victory  is  ours.     Our  men  have   done  what  they 

were    set    to    do.     But    two    or    three    more  such 
victories,  and  where  should  we  be  ? 

Sunday,  January  7,  1900. 
The  men  remained  on  the  position  all  night 
under  arms,  soaked  through  and  hardly  fed.  Rum 
was  issued,  but  half  the  carts  lost  their  way  in  the 
dark,  because  the  officers  in  charge  had  preferred 
to  go  fighting  on  the  loose  and  got  wounded. 
The  men  lay  in  pools  of  rain  among  the  dead. 
Lieutenant  Haag,  i8th  Hussars,  kept  apologising 
to  the  man  next  him  for  using  his  legs  as  a  pillow. 
At  dawn  he  found  the  man  was  a  Rifleman  long 
dead,  his  head  in  a  puddle  of  blood,  his  stiff  arms 
raised  to  the  sky.  Many  such  things  happened. 
Under  the  storm  of  fire  it  had  been  impossible  to 
recover  all  the  wounded  before  dark.  Some  lay 
out  fully  twenty-four  hours  without  help,  or  food, 
or  drink.  One  of  the  Light  Horse  was  used  by  a 
Boer  as  a  rest  for  his  rifle.  When  I  reached 
Waggon  Hill  about  nine  this  morning  the  last  of 
the  wounded  were  being  brought  down.  Nearly 
all  the  Light  Horse  dead  (twenty  of  them)  had 
been  taken  away  separately,  but  at  the  foot  of  the 


'11  IK    GREAT   ATTACK  227 

hill  lay  a  row  of  the  Gordons,  bloody  and  stiff, 
their  Major,  Millcr-Wallnutt,  at  their  head,  con- 
spicuous by  his  size.  The  bodies  of  the  Rifles 
were  being  collected.  Some  still  lay  curled  up 
and  twisted  among  the  dripping  rocks.  Slowly  the 
waggons  were  packed  and  sent  off  to  the  place  of 
burial. 

The  broad  path  up  the  hill  and  the  tracks  along 
the  top  were  stained  with  blood.  It  lay  in  sticky 
pools,  which  even  the  rain  could  not  wash  out. 
It  was  easy  to  see  where  the  dead  had  fallen. 
Most  had  lain  behind  some  rock  to  fire  and  there 
met  their  end.  On  the  summit  some  Kaffirs  were 
skinning  eight  oxen  which  had  been  spanned  to 
the  "  Lady  Anne's "  platform,  and  stood  im- 
movable during  the  fight.  Four  had  been  shot  in 
the  action,  the  others  had  just  been  killed  as 
rations.  Passing  to  the  further  edge  where  tlie 
Boers  crept  up  I  saw  a  15oer  ambulance  and  an 
ox-waggon  waiting.  Bearded  Boers  in  their 
slouch  hats  stood  round  them  with  an  English 
doctor  from  Hacrismith,  commandeered  to  serve. 
Our  men  were  carrying  the  Boer  wounded  and 
dead  down  the  steep  slope.  The  dead  were  laid 
out  in  line,  and  put  in  the  ox-waggon.  At  that 
time  there  were  seventeen   of  them   waiting,   but 
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eight  others  were  still  on  the  hill,  and  I  found 
them  where  they  fell.  Most  were  grey-bearded 
men,  rough  old  farmers,  with  wrinkled  and  kindly 
faces,  hardened  by  a  grand  life  in  sun  and  weather. 
They  were  dressed  in  flannel  shirts,  rough  old 
jackets  of  brown  cloth,  rough  trousers  with  braces, 
weather-stained  slouch  hats,  and  every  variety  of 
boot.  Only  a  few  had  socks.  Some  wore  the 
yellow  "  veldt-shoes,"  some  were  bare-footed  ; 
their  boots  had  probably  been  taken.  They  lay 
in  their  blood,  their  glazed  blue  eyes  looking  over 
the  rocks  or  up  to  the  sky,  their  ashen  hands  half- 
clenched,  their  teeth  yellow  between  their  pale 
blue  lips. 

Beside  the  outer  wall  of  "  Lady  Anne's  "  sangar, 
his  head  resting  on  its  stones,  lay  a  white-bearded 
man,  poorly  dressed,  but  refined  in  face.  It  was 
De  Villiers,  the  commandant  of  the  Harrismith 
district — a  relation,  a  brother  perhaps,  of  the  Chief 
Justice  De  Villiers,  who  entertained  me  at  Bloem- 
fontein  less  than  four  months  ago.  Across  his 
body  lay  that  of  a  much  younger  man,  with  a 
short  brown  beard.  He  is  thought  to  have  been 
one  of  the  old  man's  field  cornets,  and  had  fought 
up  to  the  sangar  at  his  side  till  a  bullet  pierced 
his  eye  and  brain. 
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Turning  back  from  the  extremity  of  our  posi- 
tion, I  went  alonfj  the  whole  ridge.  The  ground 
told  one  as  much  as  men  could  tell.  Among  the 
rocks  lay  blood-stained  English  helmets  and 
Dutch  hats  ;  piles  of  English  and  Dutch  cartridge- 
cases,  often  mixed  together  in  places  which  both 
sides  had  occupied  ;  scraps  of  biltong  and  leather 
belts  ;  handkerchiefs,  socks,  pieces  of  letters, 
chiefly  in  Dutch  ;  dropped  ball  cartridges  of  every 
model — Lee-Metford,  Mauser,  IMartini,  and  Aus- 
trian. I  found  a  few  hollow-nosed  bullets,  too, 
expanding  like  the  Dum-Dum.  The  effect  of 
such  a  bullet  was  seen  on  the  hat  of  some  poor 
fellow  in  the  Light  Horse.  There  was  a  tiny  hole 
on  one  side,  but  the  further  side  was  all  rent  to 
pieces.  I  hear  some  "  express "  sporting  bullets 
have  also  been  taken  to  the  Intelligence  Office,  but 
I  have  not  seen  them.  Beside  one  Boer  was 
found  one  of  the  old  Martini  rifles  taken  from  the 
52nd  at  Majuba. 

On  the  top  of  C.nesar's  Camp  our  dead  were  laid 
out  for  burial — Manchesters,  Gordons,  and  Rifle 
Brigade  together.  The  Boers  turned  an  automatic 
Maxim  on  the  burying  party,  thinking  they  were 
digging  earthworks.  In  the  wooded  valley  at  the 
foot  of  the   hill   they  themselves,  under   Geneva 
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flags,  were  searching  the  bushes  and  dongas  for 
their  own  dead,  and  disturbing  the  little  wild 
deer  beside  the  stream.  On  the  summit  parties  of 
our  own  men  were  still  engaged  unwillingly  in 
finding  the  Boer  dead  and  carrying  them  down 
the  cliff.  Just  at  the  edge  of  the  summit,  to  which 
he  had  climbed  in  triumph,  lay  the  body  of  a  man 
about  twenty.  A  shell  had  almost  cut  him  in 
half  .  .  .  Only  his  face  and  his  hands  were  un- 
touched. Like  most  of  the  dead  he  had  the  blue 
eyes  and  light  hair  of  the  well-bred  Boer.  When 
first  he  was  found,  his  father's  body  lay  beside 
him,  shattered  also,  but  not  so  horribly.  They 
were  identified  by  letters  from  home  in  their 
pockets. 


CHAPTER   XVII 

A    PAUSE   AND   A    RENEWAL 

Jmittary  8,  1900. 

ALL  was  ready  to  receive  another  attack,  but 
the  Boers  made  no  sign  beyond  the  usual 
bombardment.  One  of  the  wounded — a  Harrismith 
man — says  there  is  a  strong  party  in  favour  of 
peace,  men  who  want  to  get  back  to  their  farms 
and  their  famih'es.  We  have  heard  that  tale 
before,  but  still,  here  the  Boers  are  fighting  for 
freedom  and  existence  if  ever  men  did. 

To-day's  bombardment  nearly  destroyed  the 
tents  and  dhoolies  of  our  field  hospital,  but  did 
little  else  save  beheading  and  mangling  some 
corpses.  The  troops  were  changed  about  a  good 
deal,  half  the  K.R.R.  being  sent  to  the  old  Devon 
post  on  Helpmakaar  road  ;  half  the  Liverpools  to 
King's  Post,  and  the  Rifle  Brigade  to  Waggon  Hill. 

At  night  there  was  a  thanksgiving  service  in  the 
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Anglican  Church.  I  ought  to  have  mentioned 
earlier  that  on  the  night  before  the  attack  the 
Dutch  held  a  solemn  supplication,  calling  on  God 
to  bless  their  efforts. 

January  9,  1900. 
One  long  blank  of  drenching  rain  unrelieved  by 
shells,  till  at  sunset  a  stormy  light  broke  in  the 
west,  and  a  few  shots  were  fired. 

January  10,  1900. 

In  the  night  the  authorities  expected  an  attack 
on  Observation  Hill.  They  hurried  out  two  guns 
of  the  69th  Battery  to  a  position  outside  King's 
Post.  The  guns  were  dragged  through  the  heavy 
slush,  but  when  they  arrived  it  was  found  no  guns 
could  live  in  such  a  place,  fully  exposed  to  all  fire, 
and  unsupported  by  infantry.  So  back  came  the 
weary  men  and  horses  through  the  slush  again, 
getting  to  their  camp  between  2  and  3  a.m. 

At  intervals  in  the  night  the  two  mountain  guns 
on  Observation  Hill  kept  firing  star-shell  to  reveal 
any  possible  attack.  But  none  came,  and  the  rest 
of  the  day  was  very  quiet.  My  time  was  occupied 
in  getting  off  a  brief  heliogram,  and  sending  out 
another  Kaffir  with  news  of  Saturday's  defence. 
Two   have   been   driven    back.      The    Boers   now 
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stretch  wires  with    bells  across  the   paths,  and   it 
goes  hard  with  any  runner  caii<:jht. 

January  1 1,  1900. 

The  enemy  was  ominously  quiet.  Bulwan  did 
not  fire  all  da\'.  From  King's  Post,  whilst  visiting 
the  new  fortifications  and  the  guns  in  their 
new  positions  all  about  it,  I  watched  the  Boers 
dragging  two  field  guns  hastily  southward  along 
the  western  track,  perhaps  to  Springfield  Drift, 
over  the  Tugela.  Then  a  large  body — 500  or  600 
— galloped  hurriedly  in  the  same  direction. 

A  sadness  was  thrown  over  the  day  by  Lord 
Ava's  death  early  in  the  afternoon.  If  he  could 
have  recovered  the  doctors  say  he  would  have 
been  paralysed  or  have  lost  his  memor)'.  I  le  was 
the  best  type  of  Englishman — Iri.sh-English,  if  )-ou 
will — excellently  made,  delighting  in  his  strength 
and  all  kinds  of  sport,  his  eye  full  of  light,  his 
voice  singularly  beautiful  and  attractive.  His 
courage  was  extraordinary,  and  did  not  come  of 
ignorance.  At  Elands  Laagte  I  saw  him  with  a 
rifle  fighting  side  by  side  with  the  Gordons.  He 
went  through  the  battle  in  their  firing  line,  but  he 
told  me  afterwards  that  the  horror  of  the  field  had 
sickened  him  of  war.     In  manner  he  was  peculiarly 
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frank  and  courteous.  I  can  imagine  no  one 
speaking  ill  of  him.  His  best  epitaph  perhaps  is 
the  saying  of  the  Irish  sergeant's  which  I  have 
already  quoted. 

The  ration  of  sugar  was  increased  by  one  ounce 
to-day,  the  mealies  by  two  ounces,  so  as  to  give 
the  men  porridge  in  the  morning.  For  a  fortnight 
past  all  the  milk  has  been  under  military  control, 
and  can  only  be  obtained  on  a  doctor's  certificate. 
We  began  eating  trek-oxen  three  days  ago. 
Some  battalions  prefer  horse-flesh,  and  get  it. 
Dysentery  and  enteric  are  as  bad  as  ever,  but  do 
not  increase  in  proportion  to  the  length  of  siege. 
There  are  1,700  soldiers  at  Intombi  sick  camp 
now.  A  great  many  horses  die  every  day,  but  not 
of  the  "  horse-sickness."  Their  bodies  are  thrown 
on  waste  ground  along  the  Helpmakaar  road,  and 
poison  the  air  for  the  Liverpools  and  Rifles  there. 
To-night  the  varied  smell  all  over  the  town  is 
hardly  endurable. 

Januaiy  12,  1900. 

A  quiet  day  again.  Hardly  a  gun  was  fired. 
Wild  rumours  flew — the  Boers  were  trekking  north 
in  crowds — they  were  moving  the  gun  on  Bulwan 
— all  lies  ! 

I  spent  the  whole  day  trying  to  induce  a  Kaffir  to 
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risk  his  life  for  ^15.  A  Kaffir  lives  on  mealie-pap, 
varied  by  an  occasional  cow's  heafl.  lie  drinks 
nothing  but  slightly  fermented  barley-water.  Yet 
he  will  not  risk  death  for  £iS^-  After  four  false 
starts,  my  message  remains  where  it  was.  The 
last  Kaffir  who  tried  to  get  through  the  Boers 
with  it  was  shot  in  the  thigh  by  our  pickets 
as  he  was  returning.  That  does  not  encourage 
the  rest. 

January  13,  igoo. 

Between  seven  and  eight  in  the  morning  the 
Buhvan  gun  hurled  three  shells  into  our  midst,  and 
repeated  the  exploit  in  the  afternoon.  But  some- 
how he  seemed  to  have  lost  form.  He  was  not 
the  Puffing  Billy  whom  we  knew.  We  greeted 
him  as  one  greets  an  enemy  who  has  come  down 
in  the  world — with  considerate  indulgence.  The 
sailors  think  that  his  carriage  is  strained. 

A  British  heliograph  began  flashing  to  us  from 
Schwarz  Kop,  a  hill  only  one  and  a  half  miles  over 
Potgieter's  or  Springfield  Drift  on  the  Tugela.  It 
is  that  way  we  have  always  expected  Buller's 
main  advance.  Can  this  be  the  herald  of  it  ? 
Most  of  us  have  agreed  never  to  mention  the 
word  "  Buller,"  but  it  is  hard  to  keep  that  pledge. 
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In  the  afternoon  I  was  able  to  accompany 
Colonel  Stoneman  (A.S.C.)  over  the  scene  of  battle 
on  Caesar's  Camp.  His  duties  in  organising  the 
food  supply  keep  him  so  tied  to  his  office — one  of 
the  best  shelled  places  in  the  town — that  he  has 
never  been  up  there  before.  All  was  quiet — the 
mountains  silent  in  the  sunset.  The  Boers  had 
been  moving  steadily  westward  and  south.  They 
had  taken  some  of  their  guns  on  carts  covered 
with  brushwood.  We  had  not  more  than  half  a 
dozen  shots  fired  at  us  all  round  that  ridge  which 
had  blazed  with  death  a  week  ago.  In  his  tent  on 
the  summit  we  found  General  Ian  Hamilton.  It 
was  to  his  energy  and  personal  knowledge  of  his 
men  that  last  Saturday's  success  was  ultimately 
due.  Not  a  day  passes  but  he  visits  every  point  in 
his  brigade's  defences. 

All  in  camp  were  saddened  by  the  condition  of 
Mr.  Steevens,  of  the  Daily  Mail.  Yesterday  he 
was  convalescent.  To-day  his  life  hangs  by  a 
thread.     That  is  the  way  of  enteric. 

Sunday,  January  14,  1900. 
Absolute  silence  still  from  the  Tugela.     On  a 
low  black  hill  beyond  its  banks   I   could  see  the 
British  heliograph  flashing.     On  a  spur  beside  it  I 
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was  told  a  British  outpost  was  stationed.  In  the 
afternoon  we  thought  we  heard  guns  again,  but 
it  was  only  thunder.  With  a  telescope  on 
Observation  Hill  I  saw  the  Boers  riding  about 
their  camps.  On  the  Great  Plain  they  were 
digging  long  trenches  and  stretching  barbed  wire 
entanglements.  To-day  all  was  peaceful.  The 
sun  set  amid  crimson  thunder-clouds  behind  the 
Drakensberg  ;  there  was  no  sign  of  war  save  the 
whistle  of  a  persistent  sniper's  bullet  over  my  head. 
Our  weather-beaten  soldiers  were  trying  to  make 
themselves  comfortable  for  the  night  in  their  little 
heaps  of  stones. 

Januafy  15,  igoo. 

This  is  the  day  I  had  fixed  upon  long  ago  for 
our  relief.  There  were  rumours  of  fighting  by  the 
Tugela,  and  some  said  they  had  seen  squadrons  of 
our  cavalry  and  even  Staff  officers  galloping  on 
the  further  limits  of  the  Great  Plain.  But  bej'ond 
the  wish,  there  is  no  need  to  believe  what  they 
said. 

In  the  morning  Steevens,  of  the  Daily  Mail, 
was  so  much  worse  that  we  sent  off  a  warning 
message  to  Mrs.  Steevens  by  heliograph.  At  least 
I  climbed  to  all  the  new  signal  stations  in  turn, 
trying  to  get  it  sent,  but  found  the   instruments 
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full  up  with  official  despatches.  Major  Donegan 
(R.A.M.C.)  was  called  in  to  consult  with  Major 
Davis,  of  the  Imperial  Light  Horse,  who  has 
treated  the  case  with  the  utmost  patience  and 
skill.  Strychnine  was  injected,  and  about  noon 
we  recovered  hope.  A  galloper  was  sent  to  stop 
the  message,  and  succeeded.  Steevens  became 
conscious  for  a  time,  and  Maud,  of  the  GrapJiic, 
explained  to  him  that  now  it  was  a  fight  for  life. 
"  All  right,"  he  answered,  "  let's  have  a  drink, 
then."  Some  champagne  was  given  him,  and  he 
seemed  better.  When  warned  against  talking,  he 
said,  "  Well,  you  are  in  command.  I'll  do  what 
you  like.  We  are  going  to  pull  through."  Maud 
then  went  to  sleep  at  last,  and  between  four 
and  five  Steevens  passed  quietly  from  sleep  into 
death. 

Everything  that  could  possibly  be  done  for  him 
had  been  done.  For  five  weeks  Maud  had  nursed 
him  with  a  devotion  that  no  woman  could  surpass. 
Two  days  ago  we  thought  him  almost  well.  He 
talked  of  what  it  would  be  best  to  do  when  the 
siege  was  raised,  so  as  to  complete  his  recovery. 
And  now  he  is  dead.  He  was  only  thirty.  What 
is  to  most  distinguished  men  the  best  part  of  life 
was  still  before  him.     In  eight  working  years  he 
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had  already  made  a  name  kiunvn  U)  all  the  Army 
and  to  thousands  beyond  its  limits.  I^eyond 
question  he  had  the  touch  of  f^enius.  The  in- 
dividuality of  his  power  perhaps  lay  in  a  clear 
perception  transfused  with  an  imaginative  wit  that 
never  failed  him.  The  promise  of  that  genius  was 
not  fulfilled,  but  it  was  felt  in  all  he  said  and  wrote. 
And  beyond  this  power  of  mind  he  possessed  the 
attractiveness  of  courtesy  and  straightforward 
dealing.  No  one  ever  knew  him  descend  to  the 
tricks  and  dodges  of  the  trade.  There  was  not  a 
touch  of  "  smartness"  in  his  disposition.  On  the 
field  he  was  too  reckless  of  his  life.  I  saw  him 
often  during  the  fighting  at  Elands  Laagte,  Tinta 
Inyoni,  and  Lombard's  Kop.  He  was  usually 
walking  about  close  to  the  firing  line,  leading  his 
grey  horse,  a  conspicuous  mark  for  every  bullet. 
Veteran  officers  used  to  marvel  that  he  was  not  hit. 
In  the  midst  of  it  all  he  would  stand  quite  uncon- 
cerned, and  speak  in  his  usual  voice — slow,  tren- 
chant, restrained  by  a  cynicism  that  came  partly 
from  youth  and  an  l'2nglish  horror  of  fuss.  How 
different  from  the  voice  of  unconsciousness  which 
I  heard  raving  in  his  room  only  this  morning ! 

To-night  we  buried  him.      The  coffin  was  not 
ready  till  half-past  eleven.     All  the  London  cor- 
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respondents  came,  and  a  few  officers,  Colonel 
Stoneman  (A.S.C.)  and  Major  Henderson,  of  the 
Intelligence  Department,  representing  the  Staff. 
Many  more  would  have  come,  but  nearly  the 
whole  garrison  was  warned  for  duty.  About 
twenty-five  of  us,  all  mounted,  followed  the  little 
glass  hearse  with  its  black  and  white  embellish- 
ments. The  few  soldiers  and  sentries  whom  we 
passed  halted  and  gave  the  last  salute.  There  was 
a  full  moon,  covered  with  clouds,  that  let  the  light 
through  at  their  misty  edges.  A  soft  rain  fell  as 
we  lowered  the  coffin  by  thin  ropes  into  the  grave. 
The  Boer  searchlight  on  Bulwan  was  sweeping  the 
half  circle  of  the  English  defences  from  end  to  end, 
and  now  and  then  it  opened  its  full  white  eye  upon 
us,  as  though  the  enemy  wondered  what  we  were 
doing  there.  We  were  laying  to  rest  a  man  of 
assured,  though  unaccomplished  genius,  whose 
heart  had  still  been  full  of  hopes  and  generosity. 
One  who  had  not  lost  the  affections  and  charm  of 
youth,  nor  been  dulled  either  by  success  or  dis- 
appointment. 

"  From  the  contagion  of  the  world's  slow  stain 
He  is  secure  ;  and  now  can  never  mourn 
A  heart  grown  old,  a  head  grown  grey,  in  vain — 

Nor  when  the  spirit's  self  has  ceased  to  burn 
With  sparkless  ashes  load  an  unlamented  urn." 
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January  16,  1900. 

A  day  of  unfulfilled  expectation,  unrelieved  even 
by  lies  and  rumours.  From  the  to[)  of  Observation 
Hill  I  again  watched  the  Dutch  in  their  clustered 
camps,  fourteen  miles  away  across  the  great  plain, 
whilst  our  heliograph  flashed  to  us  from  the  dark 
hill  beyond  them.  But  there  was  no  sound  of  the 
expected  guns,  and  every  one  lost  heart  a  little. 

At  the  market,  eggs  were  a  guinea  a  dozen. 
Four  pounds  of  oatmeal  sold  for  lis.  6d.  A  four- 
ounce  tin  of  English  tobacco  fetched  30s.  Out  of 
our  original  numbers  of  about  12,000  nearly  3,000 
are  now  sick  or  wounded  at  Intombi,  and  there  are 
over  200  graves  there.  More  helpers  are  wanted, 
and  to-day  Colonel  Stoneman  summoned  150 
loafers  from  their  holes  in  the  river-bank,  and 
called  for  twenty  volunteers.  No  one  came,  so  he 
has  stopped  their  rations  till  they  can  agree  among 
themselves  to  produce  the  twenty  ready  to  start. 

January  17,  1900. 
The  far-off  mutter  of  l^uller's  guns  began  at  half- 
past  five  a.m.,  and  lasted  nearly  all  day.  From 
King's  Post  I  watched  the  stretch  of  plain — Six 
Mile  Flats,  the  oflficial  map  calls  it — leading  away 
to  Potgieter's  Drift,  where  his  troops  are  probably 
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crossing.  I  could  see  three  of  the  Httle  Dutch 
camps,  and  here  and  there  bodies  of  Boers  moving 
over  the  country.  Suddenly  in  the  midst  of  the 
plain,  just  our  side  of  the  camp  near  "  Wesse's 
Plantation,"  a  great  cloud  of  smoke  and  dust  arose, 
and  slowly  drifted  away.  Beyond  doubt,  it  was 
the  bursting  of  a  British  shell.  Aimed  at  the  camp 
it  overshot  the  mark,  and  landed  on  the  empty 
plain.  As  a  messenger  of  hope  to  us  all  it  was  not 
lost.  The  distance  was  only  fourteen  miles  from 
where  I  stood — a  morning's  walk — less  than  an 
hour  and  a  half's  ride.  Yet  our  relief  may  take 
many  days  yet,  and  it  will  cost  hundreds  of  lives  to 
cross  that  little  space.  The  Boers  have  placed  a 
new  gun  on  the  Bluebank  ridge.  It  is  disputed 
whether  it  faces  us  or  Buller's  line  of  approach  over 
the  Great  Plain.  The  whole  ridge  is  now  covered 
from  end  to  end  with  walls,  traverses,  and  sangars. 

January  i8,  1900. 
In  the  early  morning  the  welcome  sound  of 
Buller's  guns  was  not  so  frequent  as  yesterday. 
But  it  continued  steadily,  and  between  four  and 
five  increased  to  an  almost  unbroken  thunder. 
From  the  extremity  of  Waggon  Hill,  I  watched  the 
great  cloud  of  dust  and  smoke  which  rose  from  the 
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distant   plain    as   each    shell    burst.      The    Dutch  ' 
camps  were  still  in  position,  and  we  could  only 
conjecture  that  the  British  were  trying  to  clear  the 
river-bank  and  the  hills  commanding  it,  so  as  to 
secure  the  passage  of  the   ford. 

While  I  was  there  the  enemy  threw  several 
shrapnel  over  the  Rifle  Brigade  outpost.  Major 
Brodiewald,  Brigade  Major  to  the  Natal  Volunteers 
under  Colonel  Royston,  was  sitting  on  the  rocks 
watching  Buller's  shells  like  myself.  A  shrapnel 
bullet  struck  him  in  the  mouth  and  passed  out  at 
the  back  of  his  neck.  He  was  carried  down  the 
hill,  his  blood  dripping  upon  the  stones  along  the 
track.  In  the  afternoon  one  of  the  bluejackets 
was  also  seriously  wounded  by  shrapnel.  The 
bombardment  was  heavy  all  day,  the  Buhvan 
gun  firing  right  over  Convent  Hill  and  plunging 
shells  into  the  Naval  Camp,  the  I.cicesters,  and  the 
open  ground  near  Headquarters.  It  looks  as  if  a 
spy  had  told  where  the  General  and  Staff  are  to  be 
found. 

The  market  quotations  at  this  evening's  auction 
were  fluctuating.  Eggs  sprang  up  from  a  guinea 
to  30s.  a  dozen.  Jam  started  at  30s.  the  61b.  jar. 
Maizena  was  5s.  a  pound.  On  the  other  hand, 
tobacco  fell.     Egyptian    cigarettes    were   only   is. 
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each,  and  Navy  Cut  went  for  4s.  an  ounce. 
During  a  siege  one  realises  how  much  more  than 
bread,  meat,  and  water  is  required  for  health. 
Flour  and  trek-ox  still  hold  out,  and  we  receive 
the  regulation  short  rations.  Yet  there  is  hardly 
one  of  us  who  is  not  tortured  by  some  internal 
complaint,  and  many  die  simply  for  want  of 
common  little  luxuries.  In  nearly  all  cases  where 
I  have  been  able  to  try  the  experiment  I  have 
cured  a  man  with  any  little  variety  I  had  in  store 
or  could  procure — rice,  chocolate,  cake,  tinned 
fruit,  or  soups.  I  wonder  how  the  enemy  are 
getting  on  with  the  biltong  and  biscuit, 

January  ig,  igoo. 
Before  noon,  as  I  rode  round  the  outposts,  I 
found  the  good  news  flying  that  good  news  had 
come.  It  was  thought  best  not  to  tell  us  what, 
lest,  like  children,  we  should  cry  if  disappointed. 
But  it  is  confidently  said  that  Buller's  force  has 
crossed  the  Tugela  in  three  places — Wright's  Drift 
eastward,  Potgieter's  Drift  in  the  centre,  and  at  a 
point  further  west,  perhaps  Klein  waterfall,  where 
there  is  a  nine-mile  plain  leading  to  Acton 
Homes.  The  names  of  the  brigades  are  even 
stated,  and  the  number  of  losses.     It  is  said    the 
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Boers  have  been  driven  from  two  positions.  Hut 
there  may  not  be  one  word  of  truth  in  the  whole 
story. 

I  was  early  on  Observation  Hill,  watching  that 
strip  of  plain  to  the  south-west.  No  shells  were 
bursting  on  it  to-day,  and  the  sound  of  guns  was 
not  so  frequent.  Our  heliograph  flashed  from  the 
far-off  Zwartz  Kop,  and  high  above  it,  looking 
hardly  bigger  than  a  vulture  against  the  pale 
blue  of  the  Drakensberg  precipices,  rose  Buller's 
balloon,  showing  just  a  point  of  lustre  on  its  skin. 

The  view  from  Observation  Hill  is  far  the  finest, 
but  the  whiz  of  bullets  over  the  rocks  scarcely 
ever  stops,  and  now  and  again  a  shell  comes 
screaming  into  the  rank  grass  at  one's  feet. 

To-day  we  enjoyed  a  further  variety,  well  worth 
the  risk.  At  the  foot  of  Surprise  Hill,  hardly 
1,500  yards  from  our  position,  the  Boers  have 
placed  a  mortar.  Now  and  then  it  throws  a  huge 
column  of  smoke  straight  up  into  the  air.  The 
first  I  thought  was  a  dynamite  explosion,  but  after 
a  few  seconds  I  heard  a  growing  whisper  high 
above  my  head,  as  though  a  falling  star  had  lost 
its  way,  and  plump  came  a  great  shell  into  the 
grass,  making  a  3ft.  hole  in  the  reddish  earth,  and 
bursting;  with  no  end   of   a  bang.     We  collected 


246  LADYSMITH 

nearly  all  the  bits  and  fitted  them  together.  It 
was  an  eight  or  nine-inch  globe,  reminding  one  of 
those  "  bomb-shells  "  which  heroes  of  old  used  to 
catch  up  in  their  hands  and  plunge  into  water- 
buckets.  The  most  amusing  part  of  it  was  the 
fuse — a  thick  plug  of  wood  running  through  the 
shell  and  pierced  with  the  flash-channel  down  its 
centre.  It  was  burnt  to  charcoal,  but  we  could 
still  make  out  the  holes  bored  in  its  side  at 
intervals  to  convert  it  into  a  time-fuse.  This  is 
the  "one  mortar"  catalogued  in  our  Intelligence 
book.  It  was  satisfactory  to  have  located  it.  Two 
guns  of  the  69th  Battery  threw  shrapnel  over  its 
head  all  morning  ;  then  the  Naval  guns  had  a  turn 
and  seem  to  have  reduced  it  to  silence. 

In  the  afternoon  there  was  an  auction  of 
Steevens's  horses  and  camp  equipment.  Many 
officers  came,  and  the  usual  knot  of  greedy  civi- 
lians on  the  look-out  for  a  bargain.  As  auctioneer 
I  had  great  satisfaction  in  running  the  prices  up 
beyond  their  calculation.  But  in  another  way 
they  got  the  best  of  the  old  country  to-day. 
Colonel  Stoneman,  having  discovered  a  hidden 
store  of  sugar,  was  selling  it  at  the  fair  price  of  4d. 
a  pound  to  any  one  who  pledged  his  word  he  was 
sick    and    in    need    of    it.      Round    clustered    the 
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innocent   local  dealers  with  sick   and   sorry  looks, 

swearing  by  any  god   they  could  remember  that 

sugar    alone    would    save    their    lives,   paid    their 

fourpences,  and  then  sold  the  stuff  for  2s.  outside 

the  door. 

Jatiuarv  20,  1900. 

Again  I  was  on  Observation  llill  two  or  three 
times  in  the  day.  It  is  impossible  to  keep  away 
from  it  long.  The  rumble  of  the  British  guns  was 
loud  but  intermittent,  but  the  Boer  camps  remain 
where  they  were.  With  us  the  bombardment  con- 
tinued pretty  steadily.  After  a  silence  of  two  days 
"Puffing  Billy,"  of  Bulwan,  threw  one  shell  into  the 
town  and  six  among  the  Devons.  His  usual 
answer  to  the  report  that  he  has  worn  himself  out 
or  been  carried  away.  Whilst  he  was  firing  I  tried 
to  get  sight  of  a  small  mocking  bird,  which  has 
learnt  to  imitate  the  warning  whistle  of  the 
sentries.  In  the  Gordons  the  Hindoo,  Purriboo 
Singh,  from  Benares,  stands  on  a  huge  heap  of 
sacks  under  an  umbrella  all  day  and  screams  when 
he  sees  the  big  gun  flash.  13ut  in  the  other  camps, 
as  I  have  mentioned,  a  sentry  gives  warning  by 
blowing  a  whistle.  The  mocking  bird  now  sounds 
that  whistle  at  all  times  of  the  day,  and  what  is 
even  more  perplexing,  he  is  learning  to  imitate  the 
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scream  and  buzzle  of  the  shell  through  the  air. 
He  may  learn  the  explosion  next.  I  mention  this 
peculiar  fact  for  the  benefit  of  future  ornithologists, 
who  might  otherwise  be  puzzled  at  his  form  of 
song. 

Another  interesting  event  in  natural  history 
occurred  a  short  time  ago  up  the  Port  road.  A 
Bulwan  shell,  missing  the  top  of  Convent  Hill, 
lobbed  over  and  burst  at  random  with  its  usual 
din  and  circumstance.  People  rushed  up  to  see 
what  damage  it  had  done,  but  they  only  found 
two  little  dead  birds — one  with  a  tiny  hole  in 
her  breast,  the  other  with  an  eye  knocked 
out.  Ninety-six  pounds  of  iron,  brass,  and 
melinite,  hurled  four  miles  through  the  air,  at 
unknown  cost,  just  to  deal  a  true-lovers'  death 
to  two  sparrows,  five  of  which  are  sold  for  one 
farthing ! 

Sunday,  January  21,  1900. 

After  varying  my  trek-ox  rations  by  catching  a 
kind  of  barbel  with  a  worm  in  the  yellow  Klip,  I 
went  again  to  Observation  Hill,  and  with  the 
greater  interest  because  every  one  was  saying  two 
of  the  Boer  camps  were  in  flames.  Of  course  it 
was  a  lie.  The  camps  stood  in  their  usual  places 
quite  undisturbed.     But   I  saw  one  of  our  great 
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shells  burst  hiLjh  up  the  mountain  side  of  Taba 
Nyama  (Black  Mountain)  instead  of  on  the  [)lain 
at  its  foot,  and  with  that  sign  of  forward  movement 
I  was  obliged  to  be  content. 


CHAPTER   XVIII 

"WITHIN    MEASURABLE   DISTANCE" 

January  22,  1900. 

TWELVE  weeks  to-day  since  Black  Monday, 
when  our  isolation  really  began  !  A  helio- 
gram  came  from  Buller  to  say  all  was  going  well, 
and  in  this  evening's  Orders  we  were  officially 
informed  that  relief  is  "  within  measurable  dis- 
tance." I  don't  know  about  time,  but  in  space 
that  measurable  distance  is  hardly  more  than 
fifteen  miles.  From  Observation  Hill  I  again 
watched  the  British  shells  breaking  over  the  ridge 
above  the  ford.  The  Boers  had  moved  one  of 
their  waggon  laagers  a  little  further  back,  but  the 
main  camps  were  unchanged.  With  a  telescope 
I  could  make  out  where  their  hospital  was — in  a 
cottage  by  a  wood — and  I  followed  an  ambulance 
waggon  driving  at  a  trot  to  three  or  four  points  on 

250 


"WITHIN   MEASURABLE    DISTANCE"     251 

ridge  and  plain,  gathering  up  the  sick  or  wounded, 
and  returning  to  hospital. 

The  mass  of  Bcjers  appeared  to  be  l>ing  under 
the  shelter  of  Taba  Nyama  (or  Intaba  Mnyama — 
Black  Mountain).  It  is  a  nine-mile  range  of  hills 
running  east  and  west,  nearly  parallel  to  the 
Tugela,  and  having  Potgieter's  Drift  on  its  left. 
The  left  extremity,  looking  over  the  Drift,  rises 
into  double  peaks,  and  is  called  Mabedhlane,  or 
the  Paps,  by  Zulus.  The  main  Boer  position 
appears  to  be  halfway  up  these  peaks  and  along 
the  range  to  their  right.  To-day  it  is  said  that 
the  relieving  force  intends  to  ai)proach  the  moun- 
tain by  parallels,  sapping  and  mining  as  it  goes, 
and  treating  the  positions  like  a  mediaeval  fortress, 
or  one  of  those  ramparted  and  turreted  cities 
which  "  Uncle  Toby "  used  to  besiege  on  the 
bowling  green. 

One's  only  fear  is  about  the  dchi)'.  The  popu- 
lation at  Intombi  is  nt)w  approaching  4,000,  nearly 
3,000  being  sick.  I  doubt  if  we  could  put  4,000 
men  in  the  field  to-day.  Men  and  horses  crawl 
feebly  about,  shaken  with  every  form  of  internal 
pain  and  weakness.  Women  suffer  even  more. 
The  terror  of  the  shells  has  caused  thirty-two 
premature    births    since   the    siege    began.       It    is 
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true  a  heliogram  to-day  tells  us  there  are  seventy- 
four  big  waggons  waiting  at  Frere  for  our  relief — 
milk,  vegetables,  forage,  eleven  waggons  of  rum, 
fifty  cases  of  whisky,  5,000  cigarettes,  and  so  on. 
But  all  depends  upon  those  parallels,  so  slowly 
advancing  against  Taba  Xyama,  and  our  insides 
are  being  sapped  and  mined  far  more  quickly. 

Towards  noon  a  disaster  occurred,  which  has 
depressed  the  whole  town.  Two  of  the  PowerfuPs 
bluejackets  have  lately  been  making  what  they 
called  a  good  thing  by  emptying  unexploded  Boer 
shells  of  their  charges,  so  that  the  owners  might 
display  them  with  safety  and  pride  when  the  siege 
is  over.  For  this  service  they  generally  received 
I  OS.  each.  It  is  only  two  days  since  they  were  in 
my  cottage  —  chiselling  out  the  melinite  from  a 
complete  ''  Long  Tom  "  shell  which  alighted  in  my 
old  Scot's  garden.  I  watched  them  accomplish 
that  task  safely,  and  this  morning  they  set  to 
work  upon  a  similar  shell  by  order  of  the  Wes- 
leyan  minister,  who  wished  to  keep  it  in  his 
window  as  a  symbol  of  Christianity.  One  of  the 
men  was  holding  it  between  his  knees,  while  the 
other  was  quietly  chipping  away,  when  suddenly 
it  exploded.  Fragments  of  one  of  the  men 
strewed  the  minister's  house — the  other  lay  won- 
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dering  upon  the  ground,  but  without  his  legs. 
Whilst  I  write  he  is  still  nominally  alive,  and 
keeps  asking  for  his  mate.  One  of  his  legs  has 
been  picked  up  near  the  Town  Hall — about  150 
yards  away. 

A  lesser  disaster  this  morning  befel  Captain 
Jennings  Bramley,  of  the  19th  Hussars.  Whilst 
on  picket  he  felt  something  slide  over  his  legs, 
and  looking  up  he  saw  it  was  a  snake  over  5ft. 
long.  The  creature  at  once  raised  its  head  also, 
and  deliberately  spat  in  his  face,  filling  both  eyes 
with  poison.  That  is  the  invariable  defence  of 
the  "  Spitting  Snake "  {Rinkhoh  in  Dutch,  and 
Mbamba  Tivan  or  child  catcher  in  Zulu).  The 
pain  is  agonising.  The  eye  turns  red  and  appears 
to  run  with  blood,  but  after  a  day  or  two  the  poison 
passes  off  and  sight  returns.  The  snake  is  not 
otherwise  poisonous,  but  apparently  can  count  on 
success  in  its  shots  at  men,  leopards,  or  dogs. 

January  23,  1900. 
Soon  after  dawn  our  own  guns  along  the 
northern  defences  from  Tunnel  Hill  to  King's 
Post  woke  me  with  an  extraordinary  din.  They 
could  not  have  made  more  noise  about  another 
general  attack,  but  there  was  no  rifle  fire.     Getting 
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up  very  unwillingly  at  4.30  a.m.,  I  climbed  up 
Junction  Hill  and  looked  up  the  Broad  valley,  but 
not  a  single  Boer  was  in  sight.  The  firing  went 
on  till  about  six,  and  then  abruptly  ceased.  I 
heard  afterwards  that  Buller  had  asked  us  to  keep 
as  many  Boers  here  as  possible.  I  suppose  we 
expended  about  200  rounds  of  our  precious  ammu- 
nition. A  cool  and  cloudy  sky  made  the  heliograph 
useless,  but  in  the  night  the  clouds  had  served  to 
reflect  the  brilliance  of  Buller's  searchlight. 

So  far  the  Boers  have  passed  us  all  round  in 
strategy,  but  in  searchlights  they  are  nowhere, 
though  Bulwan  makes  a  grand  attempt.  All  day 
from  King's  Post  or  Waggon  Hill  I  watched  the 
Great  Plain  of  Taba  Nyama  as  usual.  Now  and 
then  we  could  see  the  shells  bursting,  but  the  Boer 
camps  have  not  moved. 

The  ration  coffee  has  come  to  an  end,  except  a 
reserve  of  3  cwt,  which  would  hardly  last  a  day. 
The  tea  ration  is  again  reduced.  The  flour  mixed 
with  mealy  meal  makes  a  very  sour  bread.  The 
big  5th  Lancers  horses  are  so  hungry  that  at  night 
they  eat  not  only  their  picket  ropes  but  each 
other's  manes  and  tails.  They  are  so  weak  that 
they  fall  three  or  four  times  in  an  hour  if  the  men 
ride  them.     Enteric  is  not  quite  so  bad  as  it  was, 
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but  dysentery  increases.  The  numbers  of  military 
sick  alone  at  Intombi,  not  counting  all  the  sick  in 
the  camps  and  hospitals  here,  are  2,040  to-day. 

January  24,  1900. 
The  entire  interest  of  the  day  was  centred  on 
Taba  N)'ama — that  black  mountain,  commanding 
the  famous  drift  in  its  front  and  the  stretch  of  plain 
behind.  It  is  fifteen  miles  away.  From  Observa- 
tion Hill  one  could  see  the  British  shells  bursting 
along  this  ridge  all  morning,  as  well  as  in  the  midst 
of  the  Boer  tents  half-way  down  the  double  peaks, 
and  at  the  foot  of  the  hill.  The  firing  began  at 
3  a.m.,  and  lasted  with  extreme  severity  till 
noon,  the  average  of  audible  shells  being  at  least 
five  a  minute.  We  could  also  see  the  white  bursts 
of  shrapnel  from  our  field  artillery.  In  the  after- 
noon I  went  to  Waggon  Hill,  and  with  the  help  of  a 
telescope  made  out  a  large  body  of  men— about 
1,000  I  suppose — creeping  up  the  distant  crest  and 
spreading  along  the  summit.  I  could  only  con- 
jecture them  to  be  English  from  their  presence  on 
the  exposed  ridge,  and  from  their  regular  though 
widely  extended  formation.  They  were  hardly 
visible  except  as  a  series  of  black  points.  Thunder- 
clouds hung  over  the  Drakensberg  behind,  and  the 
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sun  was  obscured.  Yet  I  had  no  doubt  in  my  own 
mind  that  the  position  was  won.  It  was  five  o'clock, 
or  a  little  later. 

Others  saw  large  parties  of  Boers  fleeing  for  life 
up  dongas  and  over  plains,  the  phantom  carriage- 
and-four  driving  hastily  north-westward  after  an 
urgent  warning,  and  other  such  melodramatic 
incidents,  which  escaped  my  notice.  The  position 
of  the  falling  shells,  and  the  movement  of  those 
minute  black  specks  were  to  me  enough  of  drama 
for  one  day's  life. 

In  the  evening,  I  am  told,  the  General  received 
a  signal  from  Buller :  "  Have  taken  hill.  Fight 
went  well."  No  one  thought  or  talked  of  any- 
thing but  the  prospect  of  near  relief.  Yet  (besides 
old  Bulwan's  violent  bombardment  of  the  station) 
there  was  one  other  event  in  the  day  deserving 
record.  Hearing  an  unhappy  case  of  an  officer's 
widow  left  destitute.  Colonel  Knox,  commanding 
the  Divisional  Troops,  has  offered  twelve  bottles  of 
whisky  for  auction  to-morrow,  and  hopes  to  make 
;^ioo  by  the  sale.  I  think  he  will  succeed,  unless 
Buller  shakes  the  market. 

January  25,  1900. 
Before  6  a.m.  I  was  on  Observation  Hill  again, 
watching.     One  hopeful  sign  was  at  once  obvious. 
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The  Boer  waggon-laagers  were  breaking  up.  The 
two  great  lines  of  waggons  between  the  plantations 
near  Pinkncy's  farm  were  gone.  By  6.30  they  were 
all  creeping  away  with  their  oxen  up  a  road  that 
runs  north-west  among  the  hills  in  the  direction  of 
Tintwa  Pass.  It  was  the  most  hopeful  movement 
we  had  yet  seen,  but  one  large  laager  was  still  left 
at  the  foot  of  Fos  Kop,  or  Mount  Moriah. 

The  early  morning  was  bright,  but  a  mist  soon 
covered  the  sun.  Rain  fell,  and  though  the  air 
afterwards  was  strangely  clear,  the  heliograph  could 
not  be  used  till  the  afternoon.  We  were  left  in 
uncertainty.  Shells  were  bursting  along  the  ridge 
of  Taba  Nyama,  on  the  double  peaks  and  the 
Boer  tents  below.  Only  on  the  highest  point  in 
the  centre  we  could  see  no  firing,  and  that  in  itself 
was  hopeful.  About  8  a.m.  the  fire  slackened 
and  ceased.  We  conjectured  an  armistice.  Through 
a  telescope  we  could  see  little  black  specks  on  the 
centre  of  the  hill  ;  they  appeared  to  be  building 
sangars.  The  Naval  Cone  Redoubt,  having  the 
best  telescope,  report  that  the  walls  are  facing  this 
way.  In  that  case  the  black  specks  were  probably 
British,  and  yet  not  even  in  the  morning  sun  did 
we  get  a  word  of  certainty.  \\'c  hardly  know  what 
to  think, 
s 
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In  the  afternoon  the  situation  was  rather  worse. 
We  saw  the  shelHng  begin  again,  but  no  progress 
seemed  to  be  made.  About  4  p.m.  we  witnessed 
a  miserable  sight.  Along  the  main  track  which 
crosses  the  Great  Plain  and  passes  round  the  end 
of  Telegraph  Hill,  almost  within  range  of  our  guns, 
came  a  large  party  of  men  tramping  through  the 
dust.  They  were  in  khaki  uniforms,  marched  in 
fours,  and  kept  step.  Undoubtedly  they  were 
British  prisoners  on  their  way  to  Pretoria.  Their 
numbers  were  estimated  at  fifty,  ninety,  and  1 50  by 
different  look-out  stations.  In  front  and  rear 
trudged  an  unorganised  gang  of  Boers,  evidently 
acting  as  escort.  It  was  a  miserable  and  depressing 
thing  to  see.     • 

At  last  a  cipher  message  began  to  come  through 
on  the  heliograph.  There  was  immense  excite- 
ment at  the  Signal  Station.  The  figures  were 
taken  down.  Colonel  Duff  buttoned  the  precious 
paper  in  his  pocket.  Off  he  galloped  to  Head- 
quarters. Major  De  Courcy  Hamilton  was  called 
to  decipher  the  news.  It  ran  as  follows  :  "  Kaffir 
deserter  from  Boer  lines  reports  guns  on  Bulwan 
and  Telegraph  Hills  removed  !  " 

It  was  dated  a  day  or  two  back.  To-day  both 
guns  mentioned  have  been  unusually  active.    Their 
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shells  have  been  bursting  thick  among  us,  and  the 
sound  of  their  firing  must  have  been  quite  audible 
below.     Yet  this  was  the  message. 

Eggs  to-night  fetched  30s.  6d.  per  dozen  ;  a 
sucking  pig  35s. ;  a  chicken  20s.  In  little  over  a 
week  we  shall  have  to  begin  killing  our  horses 
because  they  will  have  nothing  to  eat. 

January  26,  1900. 

Full  of  hopes  and  fears,  I  rode  early  up  to 
Observation  Hill  as  usual,  and  saw  at  once  that  the 
Boer  waggon-laagers,  which  I  watched  departing 
yesterday,  had  returned  in  the  night.  Perhaps 
there  were  not  quite  so  many  waggons,  and  the  site 
had  been  shifted  a  few  hundred  yards.  But  still 
there  they  stood  again.  Their  presence  is  not 
hopeful,  but  it  docs  not  imply  disaster.  They  may 
have  gone  in  haste,  and  been  recalled  at  leisure. 
Buller  may  have  demanded  their  return  under  the 
conditions  of  a  possible  armistice.  They  may  even 
have  found  the  passes  blocked  by  our  men.  Any- 
how, there  they  are,  and  their  return  is  the  only 
important  news  of  the  day. 

No  message  or  tidings  came  through.  The  day 
was  cloudy,  and  ended  in  quiet  rain.  We  saw  a 
few  shells  fall  on   the   plain   at   the  foot  of  Taba 
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Nyama,  and  what  looked  like  a  few  on  the  summit. 
But  nothing  else  could  be  made  out,  except  that 
the  Boer  ambulances  were  very  busy  driving 
round. 

Among  ourselves  the  chief  event  was  the  feverish 
activity  of  the  Telegraph  Hill  big  gun.  Undeterred 
by  our  howitzers,  he  continued  nearly  all  morning 
throwing  shells  at  every  point  within  sight.  By 
one  supreme  effort,  tilting  his  nose  high  up  into  the 
air,  he  threw  one  sheer  up  to  the  Manchesters  on 
Caesar's  Camp — a  range  of  some  12,000  yards, 
the  gunners  say.  Perhaps  he  was  trying  to  make 
up  for  the  silence  of  his  Bulwan  brother.  It  is 
rumoured  that  Pepworth  Hill  is  to  have  a  successor 
to  the  "  Long  Tom  "  of  earlier  and  happier  days. 
Six  empty  waggons  with  double  spans  of  oxen  were 
seen  yesterday  wending  towards  Bulwan. 

Our  hunger  is  increasing.  Men  and  horses 
suffer  horribly  from  weakness  and  disease.  About 
fifteen  horses  die  a  day,  and  the  survivors  gasp  and 
cough  at  every  step,  or  fall  helpless. 

Biscuits  are  to  be  issued  to-night  instead  of  bread, 
because  flour  is  running  short.  It  is  believed  that 
not  500  men  could  be  got  together  capable  of 
marching  five  miles  under  arms,  so  prevalent  are 
all  diseases  of  the  bowels.     As  to  luxuries,  even  the 
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cavalry  are  smoking  the  used  tea-leaves  out  of  the 
breakfast  kettles.  "  They  give  you  a  kind  of  hot 
taste,"  they  say. 

January  27,  1900. 

I  was  again  on  Observation  Hill,  watching. 
Nothing  had  changed,  and  there  was  no  sign  of 
movement.  The  Boers  rode  to  and  fro  as  usual, 
and  their  cattle  grazed  in  scattered  herds.  Now 
and  then  a  big  gun  fired,  but  I  could  see  no  burst- 
ing shells,  and  the  sound  seemed  further  away.  I 
crossed  the  broad  valley  to  Leicester  Post.  Our 
cattle  and  horses  were  trying  to  pick  up  a  little 
grass  there,  while  the  howitzer  and  automatic 
"pom-pom"  shelled  them  from  Surprise  Hill. 
"  Pom-poms "  are  elegant  little  shells,  about  five 
inches  long,  and  some  with  pointed  heads  were 
designed  for  the  British  Navy,  but  rejected.  The 
cattle  sniff  at  them  inquisitively,  and  Kaffirs  rush 
for  a  perfect  specimen,  which  fetches  from  los.  to 
30s.  For  they  are  suitable  presents  for  ladies,  but 
unhappily  all  that  fell  near  me  to-day  exploded 
into  fragments. 

The  telescope  on  Leicester  Post  showed  me 
nothing  new.  Not  a  single  man  was  now  to  be 
seen  on  Spion  Kop  or  the  rest  of  Taba  Nyama. 
At   two  o'clock  the  evil   news  reached  us.      The 
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heliograph  briefly  told  the  story  ;  the  central  hill 
captured  by  the  British  on  Wednesday  afternoon, 
recaptured  at  night  by  the  Boers,  and  held  by 
them  ever  since.  Our  loss  about  five  hundred  and 
some  prisoners. 

It  was  the  worst  news  we  have  yet  received,  all 
the  harder  to  bear  because  our  hopes  had  been 
raised  to  confidence.  It  is  harder  to  face  dis- 
appointment now  than  six  weeks  ago.  Even  on 
biscuit  and  trek-oxen  we  can  only  live  for  thirty- 
two  days  longer,  and  nearly  all  the  horses  must 
die.  The  worst  is  that  in  their  sickness  and  pain 
the  men  could  hardly  resist  another  assault.  The 
sickness  of  the  garrison  is  not  to  be  measured  by 
hospital  returns,  for  nearly  every  one  on  duty  is  ill, 
though  he  may  refuse  to  "  go  sick."  The  record  of 
Intombi  Camp  is  not  cheering.  The  total  of 
military  sick  to-day  is  i,86i,  including  828  cases  of 
enteric,  259  cases  of  dysentery,  and  312  wounded. 
The  numbers  have  slightly  diminished  lately 
because  an  average  of  fourteen  a  day  have  been 
dying,  and  all  convalescents  are  hurried  back  to 
Ladysmith.  The  number  of  graves  down  there 
now  is  282  for  men  and  five  for  officers,  but  deaths 
increase  so  fast  that  long  trenches  are  dug,  and  the 
bodies    laid    in    two   rows,   one   above   the   other. 
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"You  see,"  said  the  i^ravedigger,  "  I'm  goin'  to  put 
Patrick  O'Connor  here  with  Daniel  Murphy." 

Sundav,  January  28,  1900. 

From  my  station  on  Observation  Hill  I  could  see 
a  new  Boer  laager  drawn  up,  about  six  miles  away, 
at  the  far  end  of  the  Long  Valley.  Otherwise  all 
remains  quiet  and  unmoved.  Three  or  four 
distant  guns  were  heard  in  the  afternoon,  but  that 
was  all. 

On  the  whole  the  spirit  of  the  garrison  was 
much  more  cheerful.  We  began  to  talk  again  of 
possible  relief  within  a  week.  The  heliograph 
brought  a  message  of  thanks  from  Lord  Roberts 
for  our  "  heroic,  splendid  defence."  Every  one  felt 
proud  and  happy.  The  words  were  worth  a  fresh 
brigade. 

In  the  morning  a  consultation  was  held  on  the 
condition  of  the  cavalry  horses.  At  first  it  was 
determined  to  kill  three  hundred,  so  as  to  save  food 
for  the  rest,  but  afterwards  the  orders  were  to  turn 
them  out  on  the  flat  beyond  the  racecourse,  and 
let  them  survive  if  they  could.  The  artillery 
horses  must  be  fed  as  long  as  possible.  The  un- 
fortunate walers  of  the  19th  Hussars  will  probably 
be  amoncf  the  first  to  cfo.     Coming  straight  from 
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India,  they  were  put  to  terribly  hard  work  on 
landing,  and  have  never  recovered.  Walers  can- 
not do  on  grass  which  keeps  local  horses  and 
even  Arabs  fat  enough.  What  the  average  horse 
is  chiefly  suffering  from  now  is  a  kind  of  influenza, 
accompanied  by  a  frightful  cough.  My  own  talk- 
ing horse  kept  trying  to  lie  down  to-day,  and  said 
he  felt  languid  and  queer.  When  he  endeavoured 
to  trot  or  canter  a  cough  took  him  fit  to  break  his 
mother's  heart. 


CHAPTER   XIX 


HOPE   DEFERRED 


Jatiuary  29,  1900. 

THE  only  change  to-day  was  the  steady 
passage  of  Boers  westward,  to  concentrate 
afresh  round  Taba  Nyama.  Their  new  laager  up 
the  Long  Valley  had  disappeared.  Large  bodies 
of  men  had  been  seen  coming  up  from  Colenso. 
The  crisis  of  the  war  in  Natal  is  evidently  near. 
Meantime  Kaffir  deserters  brought  in  a  lot  of 
chatter  about  the  recent  fighting.  On  one  point 
they  generally  agreed — that  Kruger  himself  was 
with  his  men.  It  is  very  likely.  The  staunch  old 
prophet  and  patriot  would  hardly  stay  away 
when  the  issue  involves  the  existence  of  his 
people. 

But  when  the  Kaffirs  go  on  to  say  that  Kruger, 

Joubert,   and    Steyn    stood    together    on     Mount 

2^5 
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Moriah  (Loskop)  to  witness  the  battle,  the  addition 
may  be  only  picturesque.  It  would  be  well  if  that 
were  the  worst  fiction  credulity  swallowed.  One  of 
the  head  nurses  from  Intombi  told  me  to-day  that 
the  Boers  had  bribed  an  old  herbalist — she  thought 
at  Dundee  or  somewhere — to  reveal  a  terrible 
poison,  into  which  they  dipped  their  cartridges,  and 
even  the  bullets  inside  their  shrapnel !  To  this 
she  attributed  the  suppuration  of  several  recent 
wounds.  Of  the  garrison's  unhealthy  condition 
she  took  no  account  whatever.  No,  it  was  poison. 
She  had  heard  the  tale  somewhere  —  from  a 
railway  official,  she  thought — and  believed  it  with 
the  assurance  of  the  Christian  verity.  Nearly 
every  one  is  like  that,  and  the  wildest  story  finds 
disciples. 

Rations  are  again  reduced  to-day  to  the  following 
quantities  :  tinned  meat  ^  lb.,  or  fresh  meat  i  lb. ; 
biscuit  ^  lb.,  or  bread  i  lb.;  tea,  ^  oz. ;  sugar,  i^ 
ozs.  ;  salt,  ^  oz.,  and  pepper  3^^  oz. 

It  has  also  been  decided  to  turn  all  the  horses 
out  to  grass,  except  the  artillery,  three  hundred 
from  the  cavalry,  seventy  officers'  chargers,  and 
twenty  engineers'  draught.  These  few  are  to  be 
kept  fed  with  rations  of  3  lbs.  of  mealies,  4  lbs.  of 
chaff,  16  lbs.  of  grass,  ij  ozs.  of  salt.     The  artillery 
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horses  will  get  2  lbs.  of  oats  or  bran  besides. 
In  the  Imperial  Light  Horse  they  are  killing 
one  of  their  horses  every  other  da)',  and  eating 
him. 

January  30,  1900. 

Mortals  depend  for  their  happiness  not  only  on 
their  circulation  but  on  the  weather.  To-day  was 
certainly  the  gloomiest  in  all  the  siege.  It  rained 
steadily  night  and  morning,  the  steaming  heat  was 
overpowering,  and  we  sludged  about,  sweating  like 
the  victims  of  a  foul  Turkish  bath.  Towards 
evening  it  suddenly  turned  cold.  Black  and  dis- 
mal clouds  hung  over  all  the  hills.  The  distance 
was  fringed  with  funereal  indigo.  The  wearied 
garrison  crept  through  their  duties,  hungry  and 
gaunt  as  ghosts.  There  was  no  heliograph  to 
cheer  us  up,  and  hardly  a  sound  of  distant  guns. 
The  rumour  had  got  abroad  that  wc  were  to  be 
left  to  our  fate,  whilst  Roberts,  with  the  main 
column,  diverted  all  England's  thoughts  to  Bloem- 
fontein.  Like  one  man  we  lost  our  spirits,  our 
hopes,  and  our  tempers. 

The  depression  probably  arose  from  the  reduc- 
tion of  rations  which  I  mentioned  yesterday.  The 
remaining  food  has  been  organised  to  last  another 
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forty-two  days,  and  it  is,  of  course,  assumed  we 
shall  have  to  use  it  all,  whereas  the  new  arrange- 
ment is  only  a  precaution.  Colonel  Ward  and 
Colonel  Stoneman  are  not  to  be  caught  off  their 
guard.  One  of  their  chief  difficulties  just  now  is 
the  large  body  of  Indians — bearers,  sais,  bakers, 
servants  of  all  kinds — who  came  over  with  the 
troops,  and  will  not  eat  the  sacred  cow.  Out  of 
about  2,000,  only  487  will  consent  to  do  that. 
The  remainder  can  only  get  very  little  rice  and 
mealies.  Their  favourite  ghi,  or  clarified  butter, 
has  entirely  gone,  and  their  hunger  is  pitiful.  The 
question  now  is  whether  or  not  their  religious 
scruples  will  allow  them  to  eat  horse. 

Most  of  us  have  been  eating  horse  to-day  with 
excellent  result.  But  one  of  the  most  pitiful 
things  I  have  seen  in  all  the  war  was  the  astonish- 
ment and  terror  of  the  cavalry  horses  at  being 
turned  loose  on  the  hills  and  not  allowed  to  come 
back  to  their  accustomed  lines  at  night.  All 
afternoon  one  met  parties  of  them  strolling  aim- 
lessly about  the  roads  or  up  the  rocky  footpaths — 
poor  anatomies  of  death,  with  skeleton  ribs  and 
drooping  eyes.  At  about  seven  o'clock  two  or 
three  hundred  of  them  gathered  on  the  road 
through   the   hollow   between    Convent    Hill    and 
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Cove  Redoubt,  and  tricfl  to  rush  past  the  Naval 
Britjade  to  the  cavalry  camp,  where  they  sup- 
posed their  food  and  grooming  and  cheerful  society 
were  waiting  for  them  as  usual.  They  had  to  be 
driven  back  by  mounted  Basutos  with  long  whips, 
till  at  last  they  turned  wearily  away  to  spend  the 
night  upon  the  bare  hillside. 

January  31,  1900. 

Again  the  sky  was  clouded,  and  except  during 
an  hour's  sunshine  in  the  afternoon  no  heliograph 
could  work.  But  below  the  clouds  the  distance 
was  singularly  clear,  and  one  could  see  all  the 
Dutch  camps,  and  the  Boers  moving  over  the 
plain.  The  camps  are  a  little  reduced.  Only 
four  tents  are  left  in  the  white  string  that  hung 
down  the  side  of  Taba  Xyama. 

Two  parties,  of  forty  Boers  apiece,  passed  north 
along  the  road  behind  Telegraph  Ridge  whilst  I 
was  on  Observation  Hill  in  the  morning.  But 
there  was  no  special  meaning  in  their  movements, 
and  absolutely  no  news  came  in.  Only  rumours, 
the  rumours  of  despair — Warren  surrounded, 
Buller's  ammunition  train  attacked  and  cut  to 
pieces,  the  whole  relieving  force  in  hopeless 
straits. 
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In  the  town  and  camps  things  went  on  as  usual, 
under  a  continued  weight  of  depression.  The 
cold  and  wet  of  the  night  brought  on  a  terrible 
increase  of  dysentery,  and  I  never  saw  the  men 
look  so  wretched  and  pinched.  When  officers  in 
high  quarters  talk  magnificently  about  the  excel- 
lent spirits  of  the  troops,  I  think  they  do  not 
always  realise  what  those  excellent  spirits  imply. 
I  wish  they  had  more  time  to  visit  the  remnants 
of  battalions  defending  the  hills — out  in  cold  and 
rain  all  night,  out  in  the  blazing  sun  all  day,  with 
nothing  to  look  forward  to  but  a  trek-ox  or  a 
horse  stewed  in  unseasoned  water,  two  biscuits  or 
some  sour  bread,  and  a  tasteless  tea,  generally  half 
cold.  No  beer,  no  tobacco,  no  variety  at  all.  To 
me,  one  of  the  highest  triumphs  of  the  siege  is  the 
achievement  of  MacNalty,  a  young  lieutenant  of 
the  Army  Service  Corps.  For  nights  past  he  has 
been  working  in  the  station  engine  shed  at  an 
apparatus  of  his  own  invention  for  boiling  down 
horses  into  soup.  After  many  experiments  in 
process  and  flavouring,  and  many  disappoint- 
ments, he  has  secured  an  admirable  essence  of 
horse.  This  will  sound  familiar  and  commonplace 
to  people  who  can  get  a  bottle  of  such  things  at 
any    grocer's,    but    it    may   save    many   a    good 
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soldier's  life  none  the  less.  I  hope  to  sec  the 
process  at  work,  and  describe  it  later  on. 

Mr.  Lines,  the  town  clerk,  who  has  quietly  stuck 
to  his  duties  in  spite  of  confusion  and  shells,  gave 
me  details  to-day  of  the  rations  allowed  to  civilians. 
During  the  siege  there  has  been  a  fairly  steady 
white  population  of  560  residents  and  540  refugees, 
or  1,100  in  all.  This  does  not  include  the  civilians 
at  Intombi,  whose  numbers  are  still  unpublished. 
Practically  all  the  civilians  are  drawing  rations,  for 
which  they  apply  at  the  market  between  5  and 
7  p.m.  They  get  groceries,  bread  or  biscuit, 
and  meat  in  the  same  quantities  as  the  soldiers. 
Children  under  ten  receive  half  rations.  Each 
applicant  has  to  be  recommended  by  the  mayor 
or  magistrate,  and  brings  a  check  with  him.  I 
suppose  the  promise  to  pay  at  the  end  of  the  siege 
is  only  a  nominal  formula. 

The  civilian  Indians  and  Kaffirs  number  150 
and  300  respectively,  and  draw  their  rations  at  the 
station,  the  organisation  being  under  Major  Thomp- 
son, A.C.G.,  as  is  the  whole  of  the  milk  supply, 
now  set  aside  for  the  sick.  The  Indian  ration  is 
atta,  4  07,. ;  rice,  3  oz.  ;  mealie  meal,  9  oz. ;  salt, 
^  oz. ;  goor,  i^  oz.  ;  amchur,  ^  oz.  And  those 
who  will  eat  meat  get  8  oz.  twice  a  week  instead 
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of  mealies.     The    Kaffir  ration   is  simpler :    fresh 
meat,  i  lb. ;  mealie  meal,  f  lb.  ;  salt,  J  oz. 

February  i,  1900. 

How  we  should  have  laughed  in  November  at 
the  thought  of  being  shut  up  here  till  February  ? 
But  here  we  are,  and  the  outlook  grows  more 
hopeless.  People  are  miserably  depressed.  It 
would  be  impossible  to  get  up  sports  or  concerts 
now.  Too  many  are  sick,  too  many  dead.  The 
laughter  has  gone  out  of  the  siege,  or  remains  only 
as  bitter  laughter  when  the  word  relief  is  spoken. 
We  are  allowed  to  know  nothing  for  certain,  but 
the  conviction  grows  that  we  are  to  be  left  to  our 
fate  for  another  three  weeks  at  least,  while  the 
men  slowly  rot.  A  Natal  paper  has  come  in  with 
an  account  of  Buller's  defeat  at  Taba  Nyama  on 
the  25  th.  We  read  with  astonishment  the  loud 
praises  of  a  masterly  retreat  over  the  Tugela  with- 
out the  loss  of  a  single  man.  When  shall  we  hear 
of  a  masterly  advance  to  our  aid  ?  Do  we  lose  no 
men  ? 

To-day  the  morning  was  cold  and  cloudy,  as 
it  has  been  since  Monday,  but  the  sun  broke 
out  for  an  hour  or  two,  in  the  afternoon, 
and    official    messages    could    be    sent    through 
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by  heliograph.  For  information  and  relief 
we  received  the  following  words,  and  those 
only  : — 

"  German  specialist  landed  Delagoa  Bay  pledges 
himself  to  dam  up  Kli[)  River  and  flood  Lady- 
smith  out." 

That  was  all  they  deigned  to  tell  us. 

February  2,  1900. 
After  a  misty  dawn,  soaked  with  minute  rain, 
the  sky  slowly  cleared  at  last,  letting  the  merry 
sunshine  through.  At  once  the  heliograph  began 
to  flash.  I  sent  off  a  brief  message,  and  soon 
afterwards  the  signal  "  Line  clear  "  was  sent  from 
Zwartz  Kop  over  the  Tugela.  The  "  officials " 
began  to  arrive,  and  we  hoped  for  news  at  last. 
Three  or  four  messages  came  through,  but  who 
could  have  guessed  the  thrilling  importance  of 
the  first?     It  ran  : — 

"  Sir  Stafford  Northcote,  Governor  of  Bombay, 
has  been  made  a  peer." 


The     other     messages     were    vague    and    dull 
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enough — something  about  the  Prince  of  Wales 
reviewing  Yeomanry,  and  the  race  for  some  hunt 
cup  in  India.  But  that  peerage  !  To  a  sick  and 
hungry  garrison  ! 

We  were  shot  at  rather  briskly  all  day  by  the 
enemy's  guns.  The  groups  of  wandering  horses 
were  a  tempting  aim.  The  poor  creatures  still 
try  to  get  back  to  their  lines,  and  some  of  them 
stand  there  motionless  all  day,  rather  than  seek 
grass  upon  the  hills.  The  cavalry  have  made 
barbed-wire  pens,  and  collect  most  of  them  at 
night.  But  many  are  lost,  some  stolen,  and  more 
die  of  starvation  and  neglect.  An  increasing 
number  are  killed  for  rations,  and  to-day  twenty- 
eight  were  specially  shot  for  the  chevril  factory. 
I  visited  the  place  this  afternoon.  The  long 
engine-shed  at  the  station  has  been  turned  to  use. 
Only  one  engine  remains  inside,  and  that  is  used 
as  a  "bomb-proof,"  under  which  all  hands  run 
\vhen  the  shelling  is  heavy.  Into  other  engine- 
pits  cauldrons  have  been  sunk,  constructed  of 
iron  trolleys  without  their  wheels,  and  plastered 
round  with  clay.  A  wood  fire  is  laid  along  under 
the  cauldrons,  on  the  same  principle  as  in  a  camp 
kitchen.  The  horseflesh  is  brought  up  to  the 
station    in    hus^e    red    halves   of    beast,    run    into 
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the  shed  (^n  trucks,  cut  up  by  the  Kaffirs, 
who  also  pound  the  bones,  thrown  into  the 
boih'ng  cauldron,  and  so — "  I'\irewell,  niy  Arab 
steed  ! " 

There  is  not  enough  hydrochloric  or  pepsine 
left  in  the  town  to  make  a  true  extract  of  horse, 
but  by  boiling  and  evaporation  the  strength  is 
raised  till  ever)'  pint  issued  will  make  three  pints 
of  soup.  A  punkah  is  to  be  fitted  to  make  the 
evaporation  more  rapid,  and  perhaps  my  horse 
will  ultimately  appear  as  a  jelly  or  a  lozenge. 
IJut  at  present  the  stuff  is  nothing  but  a  strong 
kind  of  souj;,  and  at  the  first  issue  to-day 
the  men  had  to  carry  it  in  the  ordinary  camp- 
kettles. 

Every  man  in  the  garrison  to-night  receives 
a  pint  of  horse  essence  hot.  I  tasted  it  in  the 
cauldron,  straight  from  the  horse,  and  found  it 
so  sustaining  that  I  haven't  eaten  anything  since. 
The  dainty  Kaffirs  and  Colonial  Volunteers  refuse 
to  eat  horse  in  any  form.  Ikit  the  sensible  Ikitish 
soldier  takes  to  it  like  a  vulture,  and  begs  for 
the  lumps  of  stewed  flesh  from  which  the  soup 
has  been  made.  With  the  joke,  "  Mind  that 
stuff;  it  kicks!"  he  carries  it  away,  and  gets 
a   chance,  as  he  says,  of  filling — well,  we  know 
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what    he    says.      The    extract    has    a    registered 
label  :— 


Supatior     I,  ady  smith 

mwMmh 


'"The  Iron  Horse. 


Under  the  signature  of  Aduncus  Bea  and  Co. 
acute  signallers  will  recognise  the  official  title  of 
Colonel  Ward. 

Since  the  beginning  of  the  siege  one  of  the 
saddest  sights  has  been  the  Boer  prisoners  loung- 
ing away  their  days  on  the  upper  gallery  of  the 
gaol.     They  have  been  there  since  Elands  Laagte, 
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nearly  four  months  now,  with  no  news,  nothing  to 
do,  and  nothing  to  see  except  one  little  bit  of  road 
visible  over  the  wall. 

The  solitude  has  so  unnerved  them  that  when 
the  shells  fall  near  the  gaol  or  whiz  over  the  roof 
the  prisoners  are  said  to  howl  and  scream.  On 
visiting  them  to-day  I  found  that  only  seven  real 
prisoners  of  war  are  left  here,  the  others  being 
suspects  or  possible  traitors,  arrested  on  suspicion 
of  signalling  or  sending  messages  to  the  enemy. 
Among  them  is  the  French  deserter  I  mentioned 
weeks  ago.  The  little  man  is  much  reduced  in 
girth,  and  terribly  lonely  among  the  Dutch,  but 
he  appears  to  grow  no  wiser  for  solitude  and  low 
living. 

Among  the  twenty-three  suspects  it  was  pleasant 
to  see  one  new  arrival  who  has  been  the  curse  of 
the  town  since  the  beginning  of  the  siege,  when  he 
went  about  telling  the  terrified  women  and  children 
that  if  they  were  not  blown  to  bits  by  the  shells 
the  Boers  would  soon  get  them.  So  he  has  gone 
on  ever  since,  till  to-day  Colonel  Park,  of  the 
Devons,  had  him  arrested  for  the  military  offence 
of  "  causing  despondency."  He  had  kept  asking 
the  Devons  when  they  were  going  to  run  away, 
and    how  they  would  like    the  walk   to    Pretoria 
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when  Ladysmith  surrendered.  There  are  about 
thirty  Kaffirs  also  in  the  prison,  chiefly  thieves, 
but  some  suspects.  They  are  kept  in  the  women's 
quarters,  for  the  kind  of  woman  who  fills  Kaffir 
gaols  has  lifted  up  her  blankets  and  gone  to 
Maritzburg  or  Intombi  Camp. 


CHAPTER     XX 


SUN    AND   FEVER 


February  3,  igoo. 

THE  day  was  fairly  quiet.  Old  "  Bulwan 
Billy  "  did  not  fire  at  us  at  all,  and  there 
was  no  movement  in  the  distant  l^oer  camps, 
though  the  universal  belief  is  that  the  enemy  is 
concentrating  round  Ladysmith  for  a  fresh  attack. 
In  the  evening  the  rations  were  issued  to  the 
civilians  under  Major  Thompson's  new  regulations 
in  the  Market  House.  Each  child,  or  whoever  else 
is  sent,  now  brings  his  ticket  ;  it  is  verified  at  a 
table,  the  cost  is  added  daily  to  each  account,  the 
child  is  sent  on  down  the  shed  to  draw  his  allow- 
ance of  tea  and  sugar,  his  loaf,  and  bit  of  horse. 
The  organisation  is  admirable,  but  one  feels  it 
comes  a  little  late  in  the  day.  The  same  is  true  of 
the  new  biscuit  tins  which  are  to  be  put  up  as 
letter-boxes  about  the  camp  for  a  local  post,  and  of 
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the  new  plan  of  making  sandals  for  the  men  out  of 
flaps  of  saddles  and  the  buckets  for  cavalry  carbines. 
For  a  fortnight  past,  120  of  the  Manchesters  have 
gone  barefoot  among  the  rocks. 

Sunday,  February  4,  igoo. 

The  sun  shone.  Women  and  children  went  up 
and  down  the  street.  I  even  saw  two  white- 
petticoated  girls  climbing  the  rocks  of  Cove 
Redoubt  to  get  a  peep  at  "  Princess  Victoria " — 
otherwise  "  Bloody  Mary."  It  was  a  day  of  peace, 
but  every  one  believes  it  to  be  the  last.  To-night 
an  attack  is  confidently  expected.  The  Boers  are 
concentrating  on  the  north-west.  A  new  gun  was 
seen  yesterday  moving  towards  Thornhill's  Kopje, 
and  sounds  of  building  with  stones  were  heard 
there  last  night.  It  is  thought  the  attack  will 
be  upon  the  line  from  Observation  Hill  to  Range 
Post.  Every  available  man  is  warned.  Even  the 
military  prisoners  are  released  and  sent  on  duty 
again.  The  pickets  are  doubled  and  pushed  far 
out.  A  code  of  signals  by  rocket  has  been  arranged 
to  inform  Buller  of  what  is  going  on.  It  is  felt 
that  this  is  the  enemy's  last  chance  of  doing  so  big 
a  thing  as  capturing  this  garrison. 

But  all  that  is  still  uncertain,  and   in  the  quiet 
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afternoon  I  liarncssed  up  m\-  cart  for  a  gentle 
drive  with  Sergeant-Gunner  Boseley,  of  the  53rd 
Battery.  He  is  a  red  Irishman,  born  at  Maidstone, 
and  has  done  eleven  years*  service.  During  the 
attack  on  the  6th  he  was  sitting  beside  his  gun 
waiting  for  Major  Abdy's  word  to  fire  in  his  turn, 
when  a  961b.  shell  from  "  Bulwan  "  struck  him  in 
its  flight,  and  shattered  his  left  arm  and  leg.  He 
says  he  was  knocked  silly,  and  felt  a  bit  fluttered, 
but  had  no  pain  till  they  lifted  him  into  the  dhoolie. 
He  broke  the  record,  I  believe,  by  surviving  a 
double  amputation  on  the  same  side,  which  left 
him  only  about  6  in.  of  thigh  and  4  in.  of  arm.  For 
every  movement  he  is  helpless  as  a  log.  Four  of 
us  hoisted  him  into  the  cart,  and  then  we  drove 
round  to  see  his  old  battery,  where  the  greetings 
of  his  mates  were  brief,  emphatic,  and  devoid  of  all 
romance.  We  then  went  up  to  the  tin  camp,  and 
round  the  main  positions,  which  he  regarded  with 
silent  equanimity.  I  thought  he  was  bored  by  the 
familiar  scene,  but  at  the  end  he  told  me  he  had 
enjoyed  it  immensely,  never  having  seen  Lady- 
smith  by  daj'light  before  !  The  man  is  now  in 
magnificent  health,  rosy  as  a  rose,  and  no  doubt 
has  a  great  career  before  him  as  a  wonder  from  the 
war. 
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February  5,  1900. 
The  noise  of  guns  boomed  all  day  from  the 
Tugela.  It  sounded  as  though  a  battle  was  raging 
along  miles  of  its  banks,  from  Colenso  right  away- 
west  to  Potgieter's  Drift.  I  could  see  big  shells 
bursting  again  on  Taba  Nyama  and  the  low  nek 
above  the  ford.  Further  to  the  left  they  were 
bursting  around  Monger's  Hill,  nearly  half-way 
along  the  bank  to  Colenso.  From  early  morning 
the  fire  increased  in  intensity,  reaching  its  height 
between  3  and  4  p.m.  At  half-past  four  the  firing 
suddenly  slackened  and  stopped.  That  seems  like 
victory,  but  we  can  only  hope. 

February  6,  1900. 
Firing  was  again  continuous  nearly  all  day  along 
the  Tugela,  except  that  there  appeared  to  be  a 
pause  of  some  hours  before  and  after  midday.  The 
distance  was  hazy,  and  light  was  bad.  The 
heliograph  below  refused  to  take  or  send  messages, 
and  we  had  no  definite  news.  But  at  night  it  was 
confidently  believed  that  relief  was  some  miles 
nearer  than  in  the  morning.  For  myself,  the  sun 
and  fever  had  hold  of  me,  and  I  could  only  stand 
on  Observation  Hill  and  watch  the  far-off  bursting 
of  shells  and  the  flash  of  a  great  gun  which  the 
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Boers  have  placed  in  a  mountain  niche  upon  the 
horizon  to  our  left  of  Monger's  I lill,  overlooking 
the  Tugela.  Sickness  brought  despondency,  and 
I  seemed  only  to  see  our  countrymen  throwing 
away  their  lives  in  vain  against  the  defences  of  a 
gallant  people  fighting  for  their  liberty. 

One  cannot  help  noticing  the  notable  change  of 
feeling  towards  the  enemy  which  the  war  has 
brought.  The  l?oers,  instead  of  being  spoken  of  as 
"  ignorant  brutes  "  and  "  cowards  "  have  become 
"splendid  fellows,"  admirable  alike  for  strategy 
and  courage.  The  hangers-on  of  Johannesburg 
capitalism  have  to  keep  their  abusive  contempt  to 
themselves  now,  but  happily  only  one  or  two  of 
them  have  cared  to  remain  in  the  beleaguered 
town. 

At  a  mess  where  I  was  to-night,  all  the  officers 
but  one  agreed  there  was  not  much  glory  in  this 
war  for  the  British  soldier.  It  would  only  be 
remembered  as  the  fine  struggle  of  an  untrained 
people  for  their  liberty  against  an  overwhelming 
power.  The  defence  of  the  Tyrol  against  Ney 
was  quoted  as  a  parallel.  The  Colonel,  it  is  true, 
pathetically  anxious  to  justify  everything  to  his 
mind  and  conscience,  and  trying  to  hate  the  enemy 
he  was  fighting,  stuck  to  his  patriotic  protests  ;  but 
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he  was  alone,  and  the  conversation  was  significant 
of  a  very  general  change.  Not  that  this  prevents 
any  one  from  longing  for  Buller's  victory  and  our 
relief,  though  the  field  were  covered  with  the  dead 
defenders  of  their  freedom. 

February  7,  1900. 
We  have  now  but  one  thought — is  it  possible  for 
Buller  to  force  his  way  across  that  line  of  hills 
overlooking  the  Tugela?  The  nearest  summits 
are  not  more  than  ten  miles  away.  We  could  ride 
out  there  in  little  more  than  an  hour  and  join 
hands  with  our  countrymen  and  the  big  world  out- 
side. Yet  the  barrier  remains  unbroken.  Firing 
continued  nearly  all  day,  except  in  the  extreme 
heat  of  afternoon.  We  could  watch  the  columns 
of  smoke  thrown  up  by  the  Boers'  great  gun,  still 
fixed  above  that  niche  upon  the  horizon.  The 
Dutch  camps  were  unmoved,  and  at  the  extremity 
of  the  Long  Valley  a  large  new  camp  with  tents 
and  a  few  waggons  appeared  and  increased  during 
the  day.  Some  thought  it  was  a  hospital  camp, 
but  it  was  more  likely  due  to  a  general  concentra- 
tion in  the  centre.  Here  and  there  we  could  see 
great  shells  bursting,  and  even  shrapnel.  The 
sound  of  rifles  and  "  pom-poms "  was  often 
reported.     Yet  I  could  not  see  any  real  proof  of 
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advance.  Perhaps  fever  and  sun  blind  me  to  hope, 
for  the  staff  arc  very  confident  still.  They  even 
lay  odds  on  a  celebration  of  victory  next  Sunday 
by  the  united  forces,  and  I  hear  that  Sir  George  is 
practising  the  Hundredth  Psalm. 

February  8  lo  February  24,  i()00. 
I  had  hoped  to  keep  well  all  through  the  siege, 
so  as  to  see  it  all  from  start  to  finish.  But  now 
over  a  fortnight  has  been  lost  while  I  have  been 
lying  in  hospital,  suffering  all  the  tortures  of 
Montjuich,  "  A  touch  of  sun,"  people  called  it, 
combined  with  some  impalpable  kind  of  malaria. 
On  the  8th  I  struggled  up  Ceesar's  Camp  again, 
and  saw  parties  of  Boers  burning  all  the  veldt 
beyond  Limit  Hill,  apparently  to  prevent  us 
watching  the  movements  of  the  trains  at  their 
railhead.  On  the  9th  I  could  not  stand,  and  the 
bearers,  with  their  peculiar  little  chant,  to  keep 
them  out  of  step,  brought  me  down  to  the  Con- 
gregational Chapel  in  a  dhoolie.  There  I  still  lie. 
The  Hindoo  sweepers  creep  about,  raising  a  con- 
tinual dust  ;  they  fan  me  sleepily  for  hours 
together  with  a  look  of  impenetrable  vacancy,  and 
at  night  they  curl  themselves  on  the  ground  out- 
side and  cough  their  souls  away.      The  English 
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orderlies  stamp  and  shout,  displaying  the  greatest 
goodwill  and  a  knowledge  of  the  nervous  system 
acquired  in  cavalry  barracks.  Far  away  we  hear 
the  sound  of  Buller's  guns.  I  did  not  know  it  was 
possible  to  suffer  such  atrocious  and  continuous 
pain  without  losing  consciousness. 

Of  course  we  have  none  of  the  proper  remedies 
for  sunstroke — no  ice,  no  soda-water,  and  so  little 
milk  that  it  has  to  be  rationed  out  almost  by  the 
teaspoonful.  Now  that  the  fever  has  begun  to 
subside  I  can  only  hope  for  a  tiny  ration  of  tea, 
a  brown  compound  called  rice  pudding,  flavoured 
with  the  immemorial  dust  of  Indian  temples,  and 
a  beef-tea  which  neighs  in  the  throat.  That  is  the 
worst  of  the  condition  of  the  sick  now  ;  when  they 
begin  to  mend  it  is  almost  impossible  to  get  them 
well.  There  is  nothing  to  give  them.  At  Intombi, 
I  believe  it  is  even  worse  than  here.  The  letters 
I  have  lately  seen  from  officers  recovering  from 
wounds  or  dysentry  or  enteric  are  simply  heart- 
rending in  their  appeals. 

February  25,  1900. 

Nearly  all  the  patients  who  have  passed  through 

the  field  hospital  during  the  fortnight  have  been 

poor   fellows   shot   by   snipers   in    arms   or   legs. 

Except  when  their  wounds  are  being  dressed,  they 
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lie  absolutely  quiet,  sleeping,  or  staring  into 
vacancy.  They  hardly  ever  speak  a  word,  though 
the  beds  are  only  a  foot  apart.  On  my  left  is  the 
fragment  of  the  sergeant  gunner  whom  I  toolc  for 
a  drive.  His  misfortunes  and  his  cheerful  indif- 
ference to  them  make  him  a  man  of  social  import- 
ance. He  shows  with  regret  how  the  shell  cut  in 
half  a  marvellous  little  Burmese  lady,  whose  robes 
once  swept  down  his  arm  in  glorious  blues  and 
reds,  but  are  now  lapped  over  the  bone  as  "  flaps." 

Another  patient  was  a  shaggy,  one-eyed  old  man, 
between  whose  feet  a  l^ulwan  shell  exploded  one 
afternoon  as  he  was  walking  down  the  main  street. 
Beyond  the  shock  he  was  not  very  seriously  hurt, 
but  his  calves  were  torn  by  iron  and  stones.  He 
said  he  was  the  one  survivor  of  the  first  English  ship 
that  sailed  from  the  Cajjc  with  settlers  for  Natal. 
1  le  was  certainly  very  old. 

On  the  night  of  the  22nd  a  man  was  brought 
into  the  hospital  where  I  lay — also  attacked  by 
sunstroke — his  temperature  107  degrees,  and  all 
consciousness  happily  gone.  It  was  Captain 
Walker,  the  clever  Irish  surgeon,  who  has  served 
the  Gordons  through  the  siege  as  no  other  regi- 
ment has  been  served,  making  their  bill  of  health 
the  best,  and  their  lines  a  pleasure  to  visit.     His 
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skill,  especially  in  dysentery,  was  looked  to  by 
many  outside  the  Gordons  themselves.  Nothing 
could  save  him.  He  was  packed  in  cold  sheets, 
fanned,  and  watched  day  and  night.  For  a  few 
moments  he  knew  me,  and  reminded  me  of  a  story 
we  had  laughed  over.  But  yesterday  evening,  after 
struggling  long  for  each  breath,  he  died — one  of 
the  best  and  most  useful  men   in  camp. 

If  it  was  fated  that  I  should  be  laid  up  for  a 
fortnight  or  more  of  the  siege  it  seems  that  this 
was  about  the  best  time  fate  could  choose.  From 
all  the  long  string  of  ofiicers,  men,  telegraph  clerks, 
and  civilians,  who,  with  unceasing  kindliness  have 
passed  beside  my  bed  bringing  news  and  cheering 
me  up,  I  have  heard  but  one  impression,  that  this 
has  been  the  dullest  and  deadliest  fortnight  of  the 
siege.  There  has  been  no  attack,  no  very  serious 
expectation  of  Buller's  arrival.  The  usual  bom- 
bardment has  gone  wearily  on.  Sometimes  six  or 
seven  big  shells  have  thundered  so  close  to  this 
little  chapel,  that  the  special  kind  of  torture  to 
which  I  was  being  subjected  had  for  a  time  to  be 
interrupted.  Really  nothing  worthy  of  note  has 
happened,  except  the  building  by  the  Boers  of  an 
incomprehensible  work  beside  the  Klip  at  the  foot 
of  Bulwan.     About  300  Kaffirs  labour  at  it,  with 
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Boer  superintendents.  It  is  apparently  a  clam  to 
stop  the  river  and  flood  out  the  town.  No  doubt 
it  is  the  result  of  that  German  specialist's  arrival, 
of  which  we  heard. 

On  coming  to  my  first  bit  of  bread  to-day  I 
found  it  uneatable.  In  the  fortnight  it  has  de- 
generated simply  to  ground  mealies  of  maize — 
just  the  same  mixture  of  grit  and  sticky  dough  as 
the  peasants  in  Pindus  starve  upon.  Even  this — 
enough  in  itself  to  inflame  any  English  stomach — 
is  reduced  to  ^  lb.  a  day.  As  I  stood  at  the  gate 
this  afternoon  taking  my  first  breath  of  air,  I 
watched  the  weak-kneed,  lantern-jawed  soldiers 
going  round  from  house  to  house  begging  in  vain 
for  anything  to  eat.  Yet  they  say  the  health  of 
the  camp  as  a  whole  has  improved.  This  they 
attribute  to  chevril. 

During  my  illness,  though  I  cannot  fix  the 
exact  day,  one  of  the  saddest  incidents  of  the 
siege  has  happened.  My  friend  Major  Doveton, 
of  the  Imperial  Light  Horse,  a  middle-aged  pro- 
fessional man  from  Johannesburg,  who  had  joined 
simply  from  patriotism,  was  badly  wounded  in  the 
arm  in  the  great  attack  of  the  6th.  Mrs.  Doveton 
applied  to  Joubert  for  leave  to  cross  the  Boer 
lines  to  see  her  husband,  and  bring  medical 
u 
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appliances  and  food.  The  leave  was  granted,  and 
she  came.  But  amputation  was  decided  upon,  and 
the  poor  fellow  died  from  the  shock.  He  was  a 
fine  soldier,  as  modest  as  brave.  Often  have  I 
seen  him  out  on  the  hillside  with  his  men,  quietly- 
sharing  in  all  their  hardships  and  privations.  I 
don't  know  why  the  incident  of  his  wife's  passage 
through  the  enemy's  lines  should  make  his  death 
seem  sadder.  But  it  does.  On  Saturday  night  I 
drove  away  from  the  hospital  in  my  cart,  though 
still  in  great  pain  and  hardly  able  to  stand.  I  was 
unable  to  endure  the  depression  of  all  the  hospital 
sights  and  sounds  and  smells  any  longer.  Perhaps 
the  worst  of  all  is  the  want  of  silence  and  darkness 
at  night.  The  fever  and  pain  both  began  to  abate 
directly  I  got  home  to  my  old  Scot. 


GENERAL   RT.    HON.    SIR   REDVERS    HENRV   BULLER,    V.C,    G.C.B.,   K.C.M.G.,    K.C.B. 


CHAPTER    XXI 


RELIEVED    AT    LAST 


Tuesday^  February  27,  1900. 

THIS  is  Majuba  Day,  and  in  the  afternoon  the 
garrison  was  cheered  by  the  news  that 
Roberts  had  surrounded  Cronje  and  compelled 
him  to  surrender.  For  ourselves,  relief  seems  as 
far  off  as  ever,  though  it  is  said  shells  were  seen 
bursting  not  far  beyond  Intombi  Camp.  The 
bread  rations  are  cut  down  again  to  half,  after  a 
few  days'  rise  ;  though,  indeed,  they  can  hardly  be 
called  bread  rations,  for  the  maize  bread  was  so 
uneatable  that  none  is  made  now.  The  ration 
is  biscuits  and  three  ounces  of  mcalie  meal  for 
porridge. 

Towards  evening  I  went  for  my  first  drive 
through  old  familiar  scenes  that  have  come  to 
look  quite  different  now.     The  long  drought  has 
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turned  the  country  brown,  and  it  is  all  the  barer 
for  the  immense  amount  of  firewood  that  has  been 
cut.  It  was  decided  about  a  week  ago  not  to  issue 
any  more  horse  as  rations  till  the  very  last  of  the 
oxen  had  been  killed. 

February  28,  1900. 

From  early  morning  it  was  evident  that  the 
Boers  were  much  disturbed  in  mind.  Line  after 
line  of  waggons  with  loose  strings  of  mounted  men 
kept  moving  from  the  direction  of  the  Tugela 
heights  above  Colenso,  steadily  westward,  across 
the  top  of  Long  Valley,  past  the  foot  of  Hussar 
Hill,  out  into  the  main  road  along  the  Great  Plain, 
over  the  Sandspruit  Drift  at  the  foot  of  Telegraph 
Hill,  and  so  to  the  branching  of  the  roads  which 
might  lead  either  to  the  Free  State  passes  or  to 
Pepworth  Hill  and  the  railway  to  the  north.  All 
day  the  procession  went  on.  However  incredible 
it  seemed,  it  was  evident  that  the  "  Great  Trek  " 
had  begun  at  last. 

Soon  after  midday  a  heliogram  came  through 
from  Buller,  saying  he  had  severely  defeated  the 
enemy  yesterday,  and  believed  them  to  be  in  full 
retreat.  Better  still,  about  three  the  Naval  guns  on 
Cove  Redoubt  and  Caesar's  Camp  (whither  "  Lady 
Anne"  was  removed  three  days  ago)  opened  fire  in 
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rapid  succession  on  the  L,n-e.it  Ikilwan  gun.  Tiio 
IJoers  were  evidently  removing  him.  They  had 
struck  a  "  shearlegs  "  or  derrick  upon  the  parapet. 
One  of  our  first  shots  brought  the  whole  machinery 
down,  and  all  through  the  firing  of  the  Naval  guns 
was  excellent. 

About  si.x  I  had  driven  out  (being  still  enfeebled 
with  fever)  to  King's  Post,  to  sec  the  tail-end  of 
the  Boer  waggons  disappear.  On  returning  I 
found  all  the  world  running  for  all  they  were 
worth  to  the  lower  end  of  the  High-street  and 
shouting  wildly.  The  cause  was  soon  evident. 
Riding  up  just  past  the  Anglican  Church  came  a 
squadron  of  mounted  infantry.  They  were  not  our 
own.  Their  horses  were  much  too  good,  and  they 
looked  strange.  Behind  them  came  another  and 
another.  They  had  crossed  the  drift  that  leads  to 
the  road  along  the  foot  of  Cicsar's  Camp  past 
Intombi  to  Pieter's,  and  Colenso.  There  was  no 
mistake  about  it.  They  were  the  advance  of  the 
relief  column,  and  more  were  coming  behind.  It 
was  Lord  Dundonald's  Irregulars — Imperial  Light 
Horse,  Natal  Carbineers,  Natal  Police,  and  Border 
Mounted  Rifles. 

The  road  was  crammed  on  both  sides  with 
cheering   and    yelling   crowds — soldiers    off  duty, 
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officers,  townspeople,  Kaffirs,  and  coolies,  all  one 
turmoil  of  excitement  and  joy.  By  the  post  office 
General  White  met  them,  and  by  common  consent 
there  was  a  pause.  Most  of  his  Staff  were  with  him 
too.  In  a  very  few  words  he  welcomed  the  first 
visible  evidence  of  relief.  He  thanked  his  own 
garrison  for  their  splendid  service  in  the  defence, 
and  added  that  now  he  would  never  have  to  cut 
down  their  rations  again,  a  thing  that  always  went 
to  his  heart. 

Then  followed  roar  after  roar  of  cheering — cheers 
for  White,  for  Buller,  for  Ward,  for  many  others. 
Then,  all  of  a  sudden,  we  found  ourselves  shouting 
the  National  Anthem  in  every  possible  key  and 
pitch.     Then  more  cheering  and  more  again. 

But  it  was  getting  dark.  The  General  and  Staff 
turned  towards  Headquarters.  The  new  arrivals 
had  to  be  settled  in  their  quarters  for  the  night. 
Most  were  taken  in  by  the  Imperial  Light  Horse — 
alas !  there  is  plenty  of  room  in  their  camp  now ! 
To  right  and  left  the  squadrons  wheeled,  amid 
greetings  and  laughter  and  endless  delight.  By 
eight  o'clock  the  street  was  almost  clear,  and  there 
was  nothing  to  show  how  great  a  change  had 
befallen  us. 

About  ten  a  tremendous  explosion  far  away  told 


RELIEVRD   AT    LAST  295 

that  the  l^oers  were  blowing  up  the  bridges  behind 
them  as  they  fled. 

And  so  with  to-night  the  long  siege  really  ends. 
It  is  hardly  credible  yet.  For  118  days  we  have 
been  cut  off  from  the  world.  All  that  time  we 
have  been  more  or  less  under  fire,  sometimes 
under  terrible  fire.  What  it  will  be  to  mix  with 
the  great  world  again  and  live  each  day  in 
comparative  security  we  can  hardly  imagine  at 
present.  Hut  the  peculiar  episode  called  the  Siege 
of  Ladysmith  is  over. 
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HOW    LADYSMITH    WAS    FED 

Ladysmith,  Mcu'ch  23,  1900. 
Where  all  worked  so  well  it  would  be  a  shame  to  say 
Ladysmith  was  saved  by  afiy  particular  bratich  of  the 
service — the  naval  guns,  the  Army  Service  Corps,  or  the 
infantry  soldier.  But  it  is  quite  certain  that  without  the 
strictest  control  on  the  food  supply  ive  could  not  have  held 
out  so  long,  afid  by  the  kindness  of  one  whose  authority  is 
above  question  I  am  able  to  give  the  following  account  of 
how  the  town  ivas  fed  for  the  seventeen  weeks  of  the  siege. 

The  Proijlem. 

A  celebrated  I'Vench  writer  on  military  matters  has 
said  :  "  There  arc  two  words  for  war — le  pain  el  la 
poudre." 

In  a  siege  le  pain  is  of  even  greater  importance  than 
la  poudre,  for  "  hunger  is  more  cruel  than  the  sword,  and 
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famine  has  ruined  more  armies  tlian  battle."  Feeding 
must  go  on  at  least  three  times  a  day,  and  every  day,  or 
the  men  become  ineffective,  and  the  hospitals  filled. 

At  the  beginning  of  November,  1899,  Ladysmith, 
containing  over  20,000  souls,  with  9,800  horses  and 
mules,  and  2,500  oxen  and  a  few  hundred  sheep,  was 
cut  off  from  the  outer  world,  and  nothing  in  the  way  of 
supplies  was  brought  in  for  119  days,  except  a  few  cattle 
which  our  guides  looted  at  night  from  the  besieging 
enemy.  The  problem  was  how  to  utilise  the  food 
supplies  which  were  in  the  place,  and  those  who  had 
the  misfortune  (or,  as  some  say,  the  good  fortune)  to  go 
through  that  trying  period  will  say  that  the  problem 
was  very  satisfactorily  solved  in  spite  of  the  enormous 
difficulties  the  Army  Service  Corps  had  to  contend  with. 

The  two  senior  ofificers  of  that  corps — Colonel  E.  W. 
D.  Ward,  C.B.,  and  Lieut. -Colonel  Stoneman — recognis- 
ing the  possibility  of  a  siege,  and  also  that  a  big  margin 
is  everything  in  army  administration,  had  caused  enormous 
quantities  of  supplies  to  be  sent  up  from  the  base  to 
Ladysmith.  The  articles  were  not  even  tallied  or  counted 
as  received,  in  spite  of  the  remonstrances  of  the  con- 
signors ;  but  by  means  of  Kafifir  labourers,  working  night 
and  day,  the  trucks  were  off-loaded  as  fast  as  possible, 
and  again  sent  down  the  line  to  bring  up  more  food. 

Stores  at  the  Beginning. 

The  quantities  of  the  various  articles  in  hand  at  the 
beginning  of  November  were  as  follows  :— 
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Flour      

Preserved  Meat 

Biscuits 

Tea 

Coffee     

Sugar      

Salt 

Maize     

Bran        

Oats       

Hay,  &c. 


lbs. 
979,996 
173.792 
142,510 
23.167 
9.483 
267,699 

38,741 

3,965,400 

923.948 

1,270,570 

1,864,223 


and  a  large  amount  of  medical  comforts,  such  as  spirits, 
wines,  arrowroot,  sago,  beef  tea,  &.c. 

In  addition  to  the  above  wc  had  rice,  ^Ai,  goor,  aiia, 
&:c.,  for  the  natives  of  the  Indian  contingent.  {Ghi  is 
clarified  butter  ;  goor,  unrefined  sugar  ;  atta  is  whole 
meal.) 

At  the  beginning  of  the  siege  the  scale  of  rations  was 
as  follows : — 


Bread,  i|  lb.,  or  bi.>cuiu  i  lb. 
Meal  (fresb),  i\  lb.,  or  |)rci.ervcil  meat,  i  lb. 
J  Coffee,  I  oz., 

\ 

(.  Tea,  ^  oz. 

Sugar,  3  oz. 

Salt,  J  oz. 

Pepper,  1-36  oz. 
r  Vegetables  (coniprcs.sed),  l  oz., 
.'  or 

(  Pt.laloes,  i  lb. 

Cheese,  bacon,  and  jams  were  frequently  issued  as  an 
extra,  in  addition  to  the  above 
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Requisitioning. 

The  above  quantities  of  articles,  large  as  they  appear, 
would  not  have  sufficed  to  supply  our  wants  for  the  long 
siege.  The  military  authorities  therefore  very  wisely 
determined  at  a  very  early  date  to  make  use  of  the 
Requisition.  This  power  of  seizing  at  a  certain  price 
from  their  owners  all  articles  required  by  the  troops  has 
to  be  used  very  carefully  and  tactfully,  as  otherwise  the 
people  hide  or  bury  their  goods.  A  civilian,  command- 
ing the  confidence  of  the  people,  was  appointed  by  the 
local  authorities  to  fix  the  prices  in  co-operation  with  a 
military  officer,  who  represented  the  interests  of  her 
Majesty's  Government.  In  this  way  a  large  quantity  of 
food,  &c.,  was  obtained  at  a  fair  price.  These  quantities 
were : — 

Cattle,  1,511. 

Goats  and  sheep,  1,092. 

Mealies  or  maize,  1,517,996  lbs. 

Kaffir  corn,  or  a  kind  of  millet,  68,370  lbs. 

Boer  meal,  or  coarse  wheat-meal,  108,739  lbs. 

All  spirits  and  wines  were  taken  and  a  fair  price  paid. 

In  December,  when  the  cases  of  enteric  fever  and 
dysentery  began  to  be  very  numerous,  it  was  determined 
to  take  possession  of  the  milch  cows,  and  to  see  that 
the  milk  was  used  for  the  sick  alone.  So  under  the 
supervision  and  control  of  Colonel  Stoneman  and 
Captain  Thompson,  a  dairy  farm  was  started,  and  the 
milk  was  issued  to  civilians  and  soldiers  alike  on  medical 
certificate.      Owing  to  the  scarcity  of  milk,  and  to  the 
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great  necessity  for  it  in  cases  of  enteric  and  dysentery, 
the  dairy  farm  is  still  going  (March  23,  1900),  the 
owners  of  the  cows  being  paid  is.  per  quart  ;  a  careful 
account  being  kept  of  the  milk  produced. 

In  connection  with  the  requisitioning  of  cows  by 
Colonel  Stoneman,  a  cjuaint  incident  is  recorded.  A 
gentleman  of  Ladysmith  of  a  stubborn  temperament  on 
receiving  the  requisition  wrote  to  Colonel  Stoneman  in 
the  following  terras  :  "Sir, — Neither  you  nor  any  one 
else  shall  take  my  cow.  If  you  want  milk  for  your 
sick  apply  to  Joubert  for  it.  Get  out  with  you,  and  get 
your  milk  from  the  Dutch."'  The  cow  was  promptly 
taken. 

Poultry  and  Eggs, 

These  soon  became  very  scarce,  and  the  price 
demanded  for  eggs  was  enormous.  The  highest  price 
reached  was  J^z  los.  for  twelve  eggs,  but  tliey  were 
often  sold  at  sums  from  30s.  to  44s.  per  dozen.  As  eggs 
were  so  important  a  food  in  the  dietary  of  the  sick,  it 
was  determined,  under  the  authority  of  the  Lieutenant- 
General  commanding,  to  requisition  the  poultry  and 
eggs  of  those  persons  who  would  not  sell  them  at  a 
reasonable  rate.  A  good  price  was  i)aid  to  the  owners 
for  their  eggs  and  chickens,  which  were  issued  only  on 
medical  certificate. 

A  well-known  official  of  the  Natal  Government  Railway 
had  thirty-six  tins  of  condensed  milk.  At  the  auction 
which  took  place  three  times  a  week  in  the  town,  6s.  6d. 
a  tin  was  offered  for  this,  but  the  unselfish  and  unsympa- 
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thetic  owner  did  not  consider  this  price  sufficient ;  he 
declined  to  sell  under  ys.  6d.  a  tin.  This  fact  being 
brought  to  the  notice  of  Colonel  Stoneman,  he  requisi- 
tioned the  whole  lot  at  lod.  a  tin. 

I  have  stated  that  1,511  cattle  were  requisitioned 
from  their  owners  for  slaughter  purposes.  This  was  a 
great  trial  both  to  the  officer  who  carried  out  this  duty 
and  to  the  owners.  The  Kaffir  lady  Ugumba  did  not 
want  to  part  with  her  pet  cow,  which  was  the  prop  of 
her  house,  had  been  bred  up  amongst  her  children,  and 
had  lived  in  the  back  yard.  The  white  owners  discovered 
suddenly  that  their  cattle  were  of  the  very  highest  breed, 
and  had  been  specially  imported  from  England  or 
Holland  at  enormous  cost.  However,  most  of  these 
cattle,  except  milch  cows,  had  to  be  taken.  The  pro- 
prietors of  high-bred  stock  were  directed  to  claim  com- 
pensation, over  the  meat  value,  from  the  "  Invasion 
Losses  Commission "  now  sitting. 

Fair  Sale. 

Colonels  Ward  and  Stoneman  having  requisitioned 
considerable  quantities  of  food-stuffs  at  the  beginning  of 
the  siege,  they  determined  to  sell  some  of  them,  such  as 
sugar,  sardines,  &c.,  &c.,  at  the  same  price  as  was  paid. 
One  or  two  fathers  with  sick  children  were  supplied  with 
4  oz.  of  brandy  on  medical  certificate.  There  was  no 
liquor  to  be  had  in  the  town,  and  the  fathers  with  sick 
children  grew  in  numbers  with  suspicious  rapidity. 

In  the  month  of  February  the  pinch  began  to  be  felt. 
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Most  men  were  without  smiles,  and  most  women  were 
scarcely  able  to  suppress  their  tears — tears  of  weakness 
and  exhaustion.  The  scale  of  rations  was  then  reduced 
to  a  line  point.  Many  a  man  begged  for  suitable  food 
for  his  sick  wife  and  little  baby,  many  mothers  asked  for 
a  little  milk  and  sugar  for  their  young  children,  and 
many  sick  men,  both  at  Intombi  and  in  Ladysmith, 
wrote,  or  caused  to  be  written,  pathetic  letters  for  "any- 
thing in  the  way  of  food  "  that  could  be  granted. 

The  "  Chevril "  factory  was  started  to  supply  soup, 
jellies,  extracts,  and  even  marrow  bones  made  from 
horses;  a  sausage  factory  was  instituted;  and  a  biltong 
factory  was  run  in  order  to  utilise  the  flesh  of  horses 
which  would  have  otherwise  died  from  starvation.  A 
grass-cutting  labour  gang  was  organised  to  go  out  and 
(under  fire)  cut  grass  and  bring  it  in  for  our  cattle  and 
horses ;  a  wood-cutting  labour  gang  went  out  daily  and 
cut  wood  for  fuel — being  "  sniped  at "  by  the  Boers 
constantly  ;  mills  were  worked  by  the  A.S.C.  for  the 
purpose  of  grinding  maize,  &c.,  as  food  :  arrangements 
were  made  by  the  A.S.C.  for  a  pure  water  supply  by 
means  of  condensation  and  filtration  ;  coffee  was  made 
by  roasting  and  grinding  mealies ;  the  gluten  necessary 
to  maize  to  make  bread  was  supplied  by  Colman's 
starch  ;  and  in  short  nothing  was  left  undone  that 
ingenuity  could  devise. 

LowiisT  Rations. 
And  yet,   in  spite  of  all  that  human  [)Ower  could  do, 
as  the  days  dragged  out  the  supplies  grew  shorter.     The 
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scale  of  rations,  much  to  the  sorrow  of  the  lieut. -general 
commanding,  had  been  several  times  reduced,  and  once 
more,  on  February  27,  it  was  again  found  necessary  to 
cut  them  down,  with  a  view  to  holding  out  until  April 
if  necessary.  On  that  day  the  ration  scale  was  as 
follows  per  man,  per  day,  this  being  the  extreme 
limit : — 

For  Whites— Biscuit,  J  lb.  ;  Maize  meal,  3  oz. 
For  Indians  and  Kaffirs — Maize  meal,  8  oz. 
Europeans — Fresh  meat,  i  lb. 
Kaffirs — Fresh  meat,  ij  lbs.     (Chiefly  horseflesh.) 
For  White  men — Coftee  or  tea,  I-I2  oz.  ;  pepper,  1-64  oz.  ;  salt, 
1-3  oz.  ;  sugar,  i  oz.  ;  mustard,  1-20  oz.  ;  Vinegar,  1-12  gill. 
For  Indians — a  little  rice. 

The  Indian,  it  will  be  observed,  would  have  fared  the 
worst,  much  against  the  will  of  the  authorities,  for  he 
does  not  eat  beef,  much  less  horseflesh. 

We  had  not,  however,  to  spend  the  month  of  March 
on  this  scale  of  diet,  for  to  our  great  joy,  about  midday 
on  the  28th,  we  received  the  following  message  from 
General  BuUer  : — "  I  beat  the  enemy  thoroughly  yester- 
day, and  my  cavalry  is  now  pursuing  as  fast  as  bad 
roads  will  permit.  I  believe  the  enemy  to  be  in  full 
retreat."  The  ration  scale  was  at  once  doubled,  and 
that  evening  Lord  Dundonald's  cavalry  arrived. 

X. 
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from  the  best  MSS.     The  first  volumes  are  : — 

THUCYDIDIS  HISTORIAE,  Libri  I.-IV.  By  H.  Stuart 
Jones.     Paper  Covers,  3i-.     Limp  Cloth,  t,s.  6d. 

PLATONIS   OPERA,  Tom.  I.    (Tetralogiae  I.-II.)     By  J. 

Burnet.     Paper  Covers,  ^s.     Limp  Cloth,  6^. 

LVCRETI    CARI   DE  RERVM   NATVRA.     By  C.  Bailey. 

Paper  Covers,  2s.  6d.     Limp  Cloth,  35. 

CORNELII  TACITI  OPERA  MINORA.  By  H.  Furneaux. 
Paper  Covers,  \s.  6d.     Li7iip  Cloth,  2s. 

AESCHYLI  TRAGOEDIAE  CUM    FRAGMENTIS.     By  A. 

SiDGWiCK.     Paper  Covers,  3^.     Limp  Cloth,  t,s.  6d. 


Sp 


ort 


XLbe  2Librarg  ot  Sport 

THE  ART  AND  PRACTICE  OF  HAWKING.  By  E.  B. 
MiCHELL.  With  three  Photogravures  by  G.  E.  Lodge,  and  other 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     los.  6d. 

A  complete  description  of  the  Hawks,  Falcons,  and  Eagles  used  in  ancient  and 
modern  times,  with  directions  for  their  training  and  treatment.  It  is  not  only  a 
historical  account,  but  a  complete  practical  guide. 


General  Literature 


TENNYSON  AS  A  RELIGIOUS  TEACHER.   By  Charles 
F.  G.  Masterman,  M.A.      Crown  8vo.     6s. 
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AN   ANTHOLOGY   OF  IRISH  VERSE.      Edited  by  W.   B. 
Yeats.     Crown  Svo,  gilt  top.    ^s.  6(f.     Revised  and  enlarged  edition. 
'An  attractive  and  catholic  stlection.' — Tiincs. 

A   HANDBOOK    OF   NURSING.      By   M.  N.   Oxford,   of 
Guy's  Hospital.     Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 
This  is  a  complete  guide  to  the   science  and  art  of  nursinj:,  containing  copious 
instruction  both  general  and  particular. 

Methuen's  Standard   Library 

THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibijon.     Edited  by  J.  B.  Bury,  LL.D.,  Fellow  of 
Trinity  College,    Dublin.     In  Seven  Volumes.     Demy  %vo,  gilt  top. 
8i.  dd.  each.     Crown  Svo.     6s.  each.      Vol.  VII. 
The  concluding  Volume  of  this  Edition. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  THOMAS  ELLWOOD. 
Edited  by  C.  G.  Crump,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  gilt  top.     6s. 

THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 
Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction  by  J.  CuURXON  Collins,  M.A. 
Crown  ?>vo.  6s. 
All  elaborate  edition  of  the  celebrated  volumes  which  was  published  in  its  final  and 
defmitive  form  in  1853.  This  edition  contains  a  long  Introduction  and  copious 
Notes,  textual  and  explanatory. 

Scientific  and  Educational 

THE  SCIENTIFIC  STUDY  OF  SCENERY.     By  J.  E.  Marr, 

Fellow  of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.     With  numerous  illustra- 
tions and  diagrams.      Crown  Svo.     6s, 
An  elementary  treatise  on  geomorphology— the  study  of  the  earth's  outward  forms. 
It  is  for  the  use  of  students  of  physical  geography  and  geology,  and  will  also  be 
highly  interesting  to  the  general  reader. 

EDUCATIONAL     REFORM.       By     Fadian     Warl,     M.A. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
.\n  attempt  by  an  expert  to  forecast  the  action  and  influence  of  the  New  Secondary 
Education  Act,  with  suggestions  for  useful  developments. 

THE  STORY  OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.  By  Emma  S. 
Mellows.     Crown  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

The  history  of  English  literature  told  in  a  simple  style  for  young  stirdents.  It  is 
particularly  rich  in  biographical  detail  and  contains  a  considerable  number  of 
illustrative  extracts. 

THE  CONSTRUCTION  OF  LARGE  INDUCTION  COILS. 
By  A.  T.  Mare,  M.A.     With  numerous  diagrams.    Demy  Svo.    6s. 

THE  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE  OF  MILLINERY.  By 
Miss  Hill,  Registered  Teacher  to  the  City  and  Guilds  of  London 
Institute.     With  numerous  diagrams.     Croivn  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

[  Text-books  of  Technology 
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EXPERIMENTAL  CHEMISTRY.  By  W.  Erench,  M.A. 
Part  I.     With  numerous  diagrams.      Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 

[  Text-books  of  Technology 

LACE-MAKING  IN  THE  MIDLANDS,  PAST  AND 
PRESENT.  By  C.  C.  Channer  and  M.  E.  Roberts.  With  i6 
full-page  illustrations.      Crown  Svo.     2S.  6d. 

THE  METRIC  SYSTEM.    By  Leon  Delbos.    CrownZvo.   is. 

A  theoretical  and  practical  guide,  for  use  in  elementary  schools  and  by  the  general 
reader. 

A   SOUTH   AFRICAN   ARITHMETIC.      By   Henry   Hill, 
B.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Worcester  School,  Cape  Colony.     Crown 
8vo.     35.  6d. 
This  book  has  been  specially  written  for  use  In  South  African  schools. 

A  KEY  TO  STED MAN'S  EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES.  By 
C.  G.  BOTTING,  M.A.     Crown  Svo.     y.  net. 

^be  IRovels  ot  Cbarles  5)icRcns 

With  Introductions  by  George  Gissing,  Notes  by  F.  G.  KiTTON, 
and  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo.     Each  Volume,  cloth  3i'.  net,  leather  4r.  ()d.  net. 

The  first  volumes  are  : 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  With  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  New. 
Two  Volumes. 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.  With  Illustrations  by  R.  J.  Williams. 
Two  Volumes. 

BLEAK  HOUSE.  With  Illustrations  by  Beatrice  Alcock.  Two 
Volumes. 

OLIVER  TWIST.     With  Illustrations  by  E.   H.  New.     One  Volume. 

^bc  2Llttlc  3Librarg 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 
Pott  Svo.     Each  Volume,  cloth  \s.  6d.  net.  ;  leather  2s.  6d.  net. 
NEW  VOLUMES. 

THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 
Edited  by  J.  C.  Collins,  M.A. 

IN  MEMORIAM.  By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.  Edited  by 
H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 

i\IAUD.  By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.  With  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 

A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  LYRICS.     With  Notes. 
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PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE.     By  Jane  Austen.      With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes  by  E.  V.  LuCAS.      Two  Volumes. 

PENDENNIS.     By  W.  M.  Thackeray.     With  an  Introduction 
by  S.  GwYNN.      Three  volumes. 

EOTHEN.     By  A.  W.  Kinglake.      With   an    Introduction  and 
Notes. 

CRANFORD.      By  Mrs.  G.vskell.     With  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE.     Translated  by  H.  F.   Cakv. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Paget  Toynbee. 

JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN.     By  Mrs.  Craik.    With 
an  Introduction  by  Annie  Matheson.      Two  volumes. 

A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  SCOTTISH   VERSE.     Arranged  and 
Edited  by  T.  F.  Henderson. 


Fiction 

THE  GATELESS  BARRIER.     By  Lucas  Malet,  Author  of 
'The  Wages  of  Sin.'     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

AN  OCTAVE.     By  W.  E.  NORRIS.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  volume  of  eiglit  stories. 

THE  PLUNDERERS.    By  Morley  Roberts,  Author  of '  The 
Colossus,'  etc.      Crow/i  Svo.     6s. 

CEASEFIRE.    By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban.    Crown  Svo.    y.6d. 

A  stirring  storj-  of  the  Boi;r  War  of  i88i,  including  the  siege  of  Potchefstrom  and  the 
defeat  of  Majulju. 

THE  DESPATCH  RIDER.    By  Ernest  Glanville.    Author 
of  *  The  Kloof  Bride.'     Crown  Svo.     bs. 

A  highly  interesting  story  of  the  present   Boer  War  by  an  author  \\\\o  knows  the 
country  well,  andhas  had  experience  of  Boer  campaigning. 

FOR  RIGHT  AND  ENGLAND.     By  Hume  Nishet.     Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

A  story  of  the  Transvaal  W.ir  of  1899. 
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MARVELS  AND  MYSTERIES.    By  Richard  Marsh,  Author 
of 'The  Beetle.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

MIRRY-ANN.    By  Norma  Lorimer,  Author  of  Josiah's  Wife.' 
Crown  8i'o.     6s. 

THE  STRONG  GOD  CIRCUMSTANCE.     By  Helen  Ship- 
ton.     Crotun  Svo.     6s. 

AN    UNKNOWN  QUANTITY.     By  Esme  Stuart.     Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.     By  W.  Pett  Ridge.     Author  of 
'  Mord  Em'Iy.'     Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 

THE  INCA'S  TREASURE.     By  Ernest  Glanville,  Author 
of  '  The  Kloof  Bride.'     Crozvu  8vo.     3s.  6d. 


^be  IFlovelist 

a  monthly  series  of  new  novels  by  popular  authors  at  Sixpence.  Each 
Number  is  as  long  as  the  average  Six  Shilling  Novel.  Numbers  I.  to 
Vn.  are  now  ready,  and  No.  VIII.  will  be  : — 

PRISONERS  OF  WAR.     By  Boyson  Weekes. 


A  CATALOGUE  OF 

Messrs.    Methuen's 

PUBLICATIONS 


Poetry 


Rudyard  Kipling.  BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS.    By  Rudyard  Kipling. 
6T,rd   Thousand,      Crown  8vo.      6s. 
Leather,  6j.  net. 
'Mr.  Kipling's   verse  i.s  strong,  vivid,  full 
of  character.  .  .  .  Unmistakeable  genius 
rings  in  every  line.' — Times. 
'The  ballads  teem  with  imagination,  they 
palpitate  with  emotion.     We  read  them 
with  laughter  and  tears  ;  the  metres  throb 
in   our    pulses,    the    cunningly  ordered 
words  tingle  with  life  ;  and  if  this  be  not 
poetry,  what  is  ?  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Rudyard    Kipling.      THE    SEVEN 
SE.AS.       By    Rudyard     Kipling. 
^~^th  Thousand.     Cr.  &vo.    Buckram, 
gilt  top.     bs.     Leather,  6s.  net. 
'The  Empire  has  found  a  singer  ;  it  is  no 
depreciation  of  the  songs   to  say  that 
statesmen  may  have,  one  way  or  other, 
to  take  account  of  them.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 
'Animated  through  and   through  with  in- 
dubitable genius." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"Q."    POEMS  AND  BALLADS.     By 

"Q."     Crown  8vo.     ^s.  6d. 
'This  work  has  just  the  faint,  ineffable  touch 

and  glow  that  make  poetry.' — Speaker. 
"Q."     GREEN    BAYS:    Verses    and 
Parodies.    By"Q."    Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     y.  6d. 
E.  Mackay.     A  SONG  OF  THE  SEA. 
By  Eric  Mackay.     Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  Zvc.     5f. 
'Everywhere  Mr.  Markay  displ.iys  himself 
the  master  of  a  style  marked  by  all  the 
characteristics  of  the  best  rhetoric' — 
Globe. 


H.   Ibsen,      BRAND.  A   Drama  by 

Henrik     Ibsen.  Translated    by 

William  Wilson.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  8-Jo.     3^.  6d. 

'  The  greatest  worid-poem  of  the  nineteenth 
century  next  to  "'Faust."  It  is  in  the 
same  set  with  "Agamemnon,"  with 
"  Lear,"  with  the  literature  that  we  now 
instinctively  regard  as  high  and  holy.' — 
Daily  Chronicle. 

A.  D.  Godley.  LYRA  FRIVOLA.  Bv 
A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.,  Fellow  o'f 
Magdalen  College,  Oxford.  Third 
Edition.     Pott  8vo.    2s.  bd. 

'A  pretty  and  witty  little  book.'— /"a// 
Mall  Gazette. 

'Combines  a  pretty  wit  with  remarkably 
neat  versification.  .  .  .  Every  one  will 
wish  there  was  more  of  it. — Times. 

A.  D.  Godley.  VERSES  TO  ORDER. 
By  A.  D.  Godley.  Crown  8vo. 
2J.  bd.  net. 

'A  capital  specimen  of  light  academic 
poetry.'— 5/.  James's  Gazette. 

James  Williams.  VENTURES  IN 
VERSE.  By  Jamks  Williams, 
Fellow  of  Lincoln  College,  Oxford. 
Crown  8vo.     y.  6d. 

'  In  matter  and  manner  the  book  is  admir- 
able.'— Glasgc.v  Herald. 

J.  G.  Cordery.  THE  ODYSSEY  OF 
HOMER.  A  Translaiion  by  J.  G. 
Cordery.     Crown  8vo.    -js.  6d. 
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Belles  Lettres,  Anthologies,  etc. 


R.  L.  Stevenson.  VAILIMA  LET- 
TERS. By  Robert  Louis  Steven- 
son. With  an  Etched  Portrait  by 
William  Strang.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     Buckram.     6s. 

'  A  fascinating  book.' — Standard. 

'  Full  of  charm  and  brightness.'— 6"'/irc/az'i7n 

'  Unique  in  Literature.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

G.  Wsnadliam.  THE  POEMS  OF  WIL- 
LIAM SHAKESPEARE.  Edited 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
George  Wyndham,  M.P.  Demy 
8vo.     Buckram,  gilt  top.     los.  6d. 

This  edition  contains  the  '  Venus,' '  Lucrece,' 
and  Sonnets,  and  is  prefaced  with  an 
elaborate  introduction  of  over  140  pp. 

'We  have  no  hesitation  in  describing  Mr. 
George  Wyndham's  introduction  as  a 
masterly  piece  of  criticism,  and  all  who 
love  our  Elizabethan  literature  will  find  a 
very  garden  of  delight  in  it.' — Spectator. 

W.  E.  Henley.  ENGLISH  LYRICS. 
Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  E. 
Henley.  Crown  8vo.  Gilt  top. 
3J.  ed. 

'  It  is  a  body  of  choice  and  lovely  poetry.' — 
BirtJtinghain  Gazette. 

Henley  and  Whibley.  A  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  PROSE.  Collected  by 
W.  E.  Henley  and  Charles 
Whibley.  Crown  8vo.  Buckram, 
gilt  top.     bs. 

'  Quite  delightful.  A  greater  treat  for  those 
not  well  acquainted  with  pre-Restora- 
tion  prose  could  not  be  imagined.' — 
A  theni^um. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  LYRA  SACRA :  An 
Anthology  of  Sacred  Verse.  Edited 
by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.  Crown 
8vo.     Buckram.     6s. 

'A  charming  selection,  which  maintains  a 
lofty  standard  of  excellence.' — Times. 

"Q."   THE  GOLDEN  POMP.   A  Pro- 
cession of  English  Lyrics.     Arranged 
by  A.  T.  QuiLLER  Couch.     Crown 
8vo.     Buckram.     6s. 
*A    delightful    volume:    a    really    golden 
"  Pomp."  ' — Spectator. 


W.  B.  Yeats.     AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF 

IRISH  VERSE.     Edited  by  W.  B. 

Yeats.       /Revised     and     Enlarged 

Edition,     Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 

'  An  attractive  and    catholic    selection.' — 

Tillies. 

G.  W.  Steevens.  MONOLOGUES  OF 
THE  DEAD.    By  G.  W.  Steevens. 
Foolscap  8vo.     35.  6d. 
'  The   effect   is  sometimes  splendid,  some- 
times   bizarre,    but    always    amazingly 
clever.'— />«//  Mall  Gazette. 
W.    M.    Dixon.       A     PRIMER     OF 
TENNYSON.      By  W.  M.  Dixon, 
M.A.     Cr.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
'  Much  sound  and  well-expressed  criticism. 
The  bibliography  is  a  boon.' — Speaker. 

W.  A.  Craigie.  A  PRIMER  OF 
BURNS.       By    W.     A.    Craigie. 

Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
'  A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  the 
poet.'— Tizzies. 
L.  Magnus.   A  PRIMER  OF  WORDS- 
WORTH.     By  Laurie    Magnus. 
Crown  8vo.    2s.  6d. 
'  A  valuable  contribution  to  Wordsworthi.an 
literature.' — Literature. 

Sterne.  THE  LIFE  AND  OPINIONS 
OF    TRISTRAM    SHANDY.      By 
Lawrence  Sterne.     With  an  In- 
troduction by  Charles  Whibley, 
and  a  Portrait.     2  vols.     ys. 
'  Very  dainty  volumes  are  these  :  the  paper, 
type,  and  light-green  binding  are  all  very 
agreeable  to  the  eye.' — Globe. 
Ccngreve.      THE    COMEDIES    OF 
WILLIAM  CONGREVE.    With  an 
Introduction  by  G.  S.  Street,  and 
a  Portrait.     2  vols.     js. 

Morier.  THE  ADVENTURES  OF 
HAJJI  BABA  OF  ISPAHAN.  By 
James  Morier.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  E.  G.  Browne,  M.A.  and  a 
Portrait.     2  vols.     js. 

Walton.  THE  LIVES  OF  DONNE, 
WOTTON,  HOOKER,  HERBERT 
and  SANDERSON.  By  Izaak 
Walton.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Vernon  Blackburn,  and  a  Por- 
trait.    3.f.  6d. 
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Johnson.  THIi  LIVES  OF  THE 
ENGLISH  POETS.  By  Samuel 
Johnson,  LL.D.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  J.  H.  MiLLAK,  and  a  Por- 
trait.    3  vo/s.  los.  6(i. 

Bums.  THE  POEMS  OF  ROBERT 
BURNS.  Editedby  Andrew  Lang 
and  W.  A.  Craigie.  With  Portrait. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Zvo,  gilt  top. 
6s. 

'Among  editions  in  one  volume,  this  will 
take  the  place  of  authority.' — Times. 


F.  Langbridge.  BALLADS  OF  THE 
BRAVE;  Poems  of  Chivalry,  Enter- 
prise, Courage,  and  Constancy, 
lidited  by  Rev.  F.  Langbridge. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  y.  6d. 
School  Edition,     is.  6d. 

'A  very  happy  conception  happily  carried 
out.  These  "Ballads  of  the  Brave" 
are  intended  to  suit  the  real  tastes  of 
boys,  and  will  suit  the  taste  of  the  great 
majority.'  —Sftctaior. 

'The  book  is  full  of  splendid  things.' — 
n-orld. 


Methuen's  Standard  Library- 


Dante.      LA     COM  MEDIA     DI 

DANTE  ALIGHIERI.  Edited  by 
Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.  Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 

This  edition  of  the  Italian  text  of  the  Divine 
Comedy,  founded  on  Witte's  minor 
edition,  carefully  revised,  is  issued  in 
commemoration  of  the  sixth  century  of 
Dante's  journey  through  the  three  king- 
doms of  the  other  world. 

'A  carefully-revised  text,  printed  with 
beautiful  clearness.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

Gibbon.  THE  DECLINE  AND 
FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edi- 
tion, Edited  with  Notes,  Apnendice!:, 


and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  BuRY,  LL.D., 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 
In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  8vo.  Gilt 
top.  8 J.  6d.  each.  Also  Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 
each.  Vols.  /.,  //..  ///.,  IV.,  V.,  and 
VI. 

'The  time  has  certainly  arrived  for  anew 
edition  of  Gibbon's  great  work.  .  .  .  Pro- 
fessor Bury  is  the  right  man  to  under- 
take this  task.  His  learning  is  .amazing, 
both  in  extent  and  accuracy.  The  book 
is  issued  in  a  handy  form,  and  at  a 
moderate  price,  and  it  is  admirably 
printed. ' —  Times. 

'  At  last  there  is  an  adequate  modern  edition 
of  Gibbon.  .  .  .  The  best  edition  the 
nineteenth  century  could  produce.' — 
Alanchester  Guardian. 


^be  Works  ot  Sbaftcspcare 
General  Editor,  Edward  Dowdicn,  Litt.  D. 
Messrs.   Methuen  have  in  preparation  an  Edition  of  Shakespeare  in 
single  Plays.     Each  play  will  be  edited  with  a  full    Introduction,    Textual 
Notes,  and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 
The  first  volume  is  : 


HAMLET. 
DOWDEN. 


Edited     by     Edward 
Demy  Zuo.     35.  6d. 


'  .\n     admirable    edition.  ...  A    comely 
volume,  admirably  printed  and  produced, 


and  containing  all  that  a  student  of 
'  Hamlet '  need  require.' — Speaker. 

'  No  previous  edition  known  to  us  contains 
so  much  information  in  .so  agreeable  an 
outward  form." — Daily  Chronicle. 

'  Fully  up  to  the  level  of  recent  scholarship, 
both  English  and  German. — Academy. 


Cbc  "Wovcle  ot  Cbarlcs  Dickens 

Crown  %vo.      Hack  Volume,  cloth  J.s'.  net ;  leather  a,s.  Gil.  tut. 
Messrs.  Metmuen  have  in  preparation  an  cditionof  those  novels  of  Charles 
Dickens  which  have  now  passed  out  of  copyright.     Mr,   George  Gissing, 
whose  critical  study  of  Dickens  is  both  sympathetic  and  acute,  has  written  an 
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Introduction  to  each  of  the  books,  and  a  very  attractive  feature  of  this  edition 
will  be  the  illustrations  of  the  old  houses,  inns,  and  buildings,  which  Dickens 
described,  and  which  have  now  in  many  instances  disappeared  under  the 
touch  of  modern  civilisation.  Another  valuable  feature  will  be  a  series  of 
topographical  and  general  notes  to  each  book  by  Mr.  F.  G.  Kitton.  The  books 
will  be  produced  with  the  greatest  care  as  to  printing,  paper  and  binding. 

The  first  volumes  are  : 
THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.    With  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  New.    Two  Volumes. 
'  As  pleasant  a  copy  as  any  one  could  desire.     The  notes  add  much  to  the  value  of  the 

edition,  and  Mr.  New's  illustrations  are  also  historical.     The  volumes  promise  well 

for  the  success  of  the  edition.' — Scotsman. 


Zbe  3Littlc  Xtbrarg 

'  The  volumes  are  compact  in  size,  printed  on  thin  but  good  paper  in  clear  type, 
prettily  and  at  the  same  time  strongly  bound,  and  altogether  good  to  look  upon  and 
handle. ' — Ou  tlook. 

Pott  8vo.     Each  Volume,  cloth  \s.  6d.  tut,  leather  2s.  6d.  net. 

Messrs.  Methuen  intend  to  produce  a  series  of  small  books  under  the 
above  title,  containing  some  of  the  famous  books  in  English  and  other 
literatures,  in  the  domains  of  fiction,  poetry,  and  belles  lettres.  The  series 
will  also  contain  several  volumes  of  selections  in  prose  and  verse. 

The  books  will  be  edited  with  the  most  sympathetic  and  scholarly  care. 
Each  one  will  contain  an  Introduction  which  will  give  (i)  a  short  biography  of 
the  author,  (2)  a  critical  estimate  of  the  book.  Where  they  are  necessary, 
short  notes  will  be  added  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

Each  book  will  have  a  portrait  or  frontispiece  in  photogravure,  and  the 
volumes  will  be  produced  with  great  care  in  a  style  uniform  with  that  of  '  The 
Library  of  Devotion.' 

The  first  volumes  arc  : 


VANITY  FAIR.  By  W.  M.  Thack- 
eray. With  an  Introduction  by  S. 
GwYNN.  Illustrated  by  G.  P. 
JACOMB  Hood.     Three  Volumes. 

'Delightful     little     volumes.' — Publishers' 

Circular. 
'  Charming   little  volumes   with  an  admir 

able  introduction.' — Star. 


THE  PRINCESS.  By  Alfred,  Lord 
Tennyson.  Edited  by  Elizabeth 
Wordsworth.  Illustrated  by  W. 
E.  F.  Britten, 

'Just  what  a  pocket  edition  should    be.  1 

Miss  Wordsworth  contributes  an  accept-  \ 

able  introduction,  as  well  as  notes  which  ■ 
one  is  equally  glad  to  get.' — Guardian. 


tTbe  Xittle  (Bui&es 

Pott  Svo,  cloth  y.  ;  leather,  y.  6d.  net. 


OXFORD   AND    ITS    COLLEGES. 

By  J.   Wells,   M.A.  ,    Fellow    and 
Tutor  of  Wadham  College.      Illus- 
trated by  E.  H.  New.  Third Editiori. 
'  An  admirable  and  accurate  little  treatise, 

attractively  illustrated.' — World. 
'Aluminous  and  tasteful  Uttle  volume.' — 
Daily  CJironicle. 


CAMBRIDGE  AND  ITS  COL- 
LEGES. By  A.  Hamilton  Thomp- 
son.    Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 

'  It  is  brightly  written  and  learned,  and  is 
just  such  a  book  as  a  cultured  visitor 
needs.' — Scotsman. 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


13 


SHAKESPEARE'S  COUNTRY.  By 
B.  C.  Wi.\ni.K.  i'.R..S.,  M.A.  lUus- 
t  rated  by  E.  H.  New. 

'  Mr.  Windle  is  thoroughly  convers.int  with 
his  subject,  and  the  work  is  exceedingly 
well  done.  The  dr.iwings,  by  Mr. 
Edmund   H.    New,   add   much   to    the 


.iltraclivencss    of   the   volume.'— .^co/f- 

man. 
'  One  of  the  most  charming  guide  liooks. 

Ruth  for  the  library  and  as  a  travelling 

companion  the  book  is  equally  choice 

and  serviceable.' — Academy. 
'A    guide   book   of  the    best   kind,    which 

takes  rank  as  literature." — Guardian. 


Illustrated  and  Gift  Books 


PhU     May.        THE     PHIL     ^L\Y 

ALBLM.     4to.     6s. 
This  highly  interesting  volume  contains  100 
drawings  by  Mr.  Phil  May,  and  is  repre- 
sentative of  his  earliest  and  finest  work. 
'  There  is  a    laugh    in    each    drawing.' — 
Standard. 
A.  H.  Milne.     ULYSSES;   OR,    DE 
ROUGEMONT    OF   TROY.      De- 
scribed and  depicted  by  A.  H.  MiLNE. 
Small  quarto.     35.  dd. 
The  adventures  of  Ulysses,  told  in  humor- 
ous verse  and  pictures. 
'  A  delicious  bit  of  fooling.' — Queen. 
'  Clever,  droll,  smart.' — Guardian. 

Edmund  Selous.    TOMMY  SMITH'S 

ANIMALS.     By  Edmund  Selous. 

Illustrated  by  G.  W.  Ord.  Fcap.  Zvo. 

2J.  dd. 

A  little   book  designed  to  teach  children 

respect  and  reverence  for  animals. 
'  A  most  fascinating  little  natural   historj' 

book.' — Lady. 
'A  little  book  which  calls  for  more  than 
praise;   it  is  one  to  be  grateful  for.' — 
World.  .  i 

'A  quaint,  fascinating  little  book:  a  nur-  i 
scry  classic' — Athenteum.  : 

S.  Baring  Gould.    THE  CROCK  OF  i 
GOLD.      Fairy   Stories   told   by  S. 
Hari.ng  Gould.     Crown  Zvo.     o.f. 
'  Twelve  delightful  fairy  IzAcs,.' —Punch. 

M.  L.  Gwynn.    A  BIRTHD.W  BOOK. 
.Arranged    and    Edited     by    M.    L. 
Gwynn.     Demy  Zvo.     i2.r.  6d. 
This    is   a    birthday-book    of    exceptional 
dignity,   and    the    extracts    have    been 
chosen  with  particular  care.  ! 

The  three  passages  for  each  day  bear  a 
certain  relation  to  each  other,  and  form 
a  repertorj'  of  sententious  wisdom  from 
the  best  authors  living  or  dead. 

John    Bunyan.      THE    PILGRIM'S 

PROGRESS.       By  JOHN    BuNYAN. 


Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  C.  H. 
FiKTH,  M.A.  With  39  Illustrations 
by  R.  Annlng  Bell.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
'  The  best  "  Pilgrim's  Progress.'" — 

£ducational  Times. 
F.  D.  Bedford.   NURSERY  RHYMES. 
With  many  Coloured  Pictures  by  F. 
D.  Bedeord.    Sr/per  Royal  Zvo.    5J. 
'  An  excellent  selection  of  the  best  known 
rhjTnes,   with    beautifully  coloured  pic- 
tures exquisitely  printed.' — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

S.    Baring   Gould,      A    BOOK    OF 
FAIRY  TALES  retold  byS.  Baring 
Gould.      With   numerous    Illustra- 
tions and  Initial  Letters  by  Arthur 
J.  G.\SKIN.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo. 
Buckram.     6s. 
'  Mr.   Baring  Gould  is  deserving  of  grati- 
tude,  in   re-writing  in  simple  style  the 
old  stories  that  delighted  our  fathers  and 
grandfathers. ' — Saturday  Revie-M. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  ENGLISH 
I".\II<Y  TALES.  Collected  and 
edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould.  With 
Numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  D. 
Bedi-iirp.  Second  Edition,  Cr.  Zvo. 
Buckram.  6s. 
'A  charming  volume.' — Guardian. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF 
NUR.SERY  SONGS  AND 
RHYMES.  Edited  by  S.  Baring 
Gould,  and  Illustrated  by  the  Bir- 
mingham Art  School.  Buckram,  gill 
top.     Cro;cn  Zvo.     6s. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  A  BOOK  OF 
CHRl.STMAS  VERSE.  Edited  by 
H,  C.  Beeching.  M.A.,  and  Illus- 
trated by  Walter  Crank.  Cr.  Zvo, 
gill  top.     3.f.  6d. 

An  anthology  which,  from  its  unity  of  aim 
and  high  poetic  excellence,  has  a  better 
right  to  exist  than  most  of  its  fellows.' — 
Guardian. 
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ninders  Petrie.      A  HISTORY  OF  ; 

EGYPT.FROM  THE  Earliest  Times  ] 
TO  THE  Present  Day.     Edited  by 
W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L.,  I 
LL.D.,  Professor  of  Egyptology  at 
University  College.  Fully  llhcst  rated. 
In  Six  Volumes.     Cr.  8vo.     6s.  each.  ! 
Vol.  I.  Prehistoric  Times  to  I 
XVlTH  Dynasty.     W.  M.   F. 
Petrie.     Fourth  Edition. 
Vol.     II.     The     XVIIth    and 
XVIIIth  Dynasties.     W.  M. 
F.  Petrie.      Third  Edition. 
Vol.   IV.  The    Egypt    of   the 

Ptolemies.    J.  P.  Mahaffy. 
Vol.  V.    Roman  Egypt.     J.  G. 
Milne. 
'  A  history  written  in  the  spirit  of  scientific 
precision  so  worthily  represented  by  Dr. 
Petrie  and  his  school  cannot  but  pro-  I 
mote  sound    and   accurate    study,  and 
supply  a  vacant  place   in  the  English 
literature  of  Egyptology.' — Times. 

ninders  Petrie.     RELIGION  AND 
CONSCIENCE      LN      ANCIENT 
EGYPT.       By    W.    M.   Flinders 
Petrie,  D.  C.  L.  ,  LL.  D.     Fully  Illus- 
trated.    Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 
'  The  lectures  will  afford  a  fund  of  valuable 
information    for     students    of    ancient 
ethics.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

Flinders     Petrie.        SYRIA     AND 

EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL   EL 

AMARNA  TABLETS.     By  \V.  M. 

Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L.,  LL.D. 

Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

'  A  marvellous  record.     The  addition  made 

to  our  knowledge  is  nothing  short  of 

amazing.' — Times. 

Flinders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  TALES. 

Edited  by  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie. 

Illustrated  by  Tristram  Ellis.    In 

Two  Volumes.     Cr.  Zvo.    y.  6d.  each. 

'  Invaluable  as  a  picture  of  life  in  Palestine 

and  Egypt.' — Daily  News. 

Flinders  Petrie.   EGYPTIAN  DECO- 
RATIVE ART.      By  W.  M.  Flin- 
ders Petrie.  With  120  Illustrations. 
Cr.  Zz'O.     35.  6d. 
'  In  these  lectures  he  displays  rare  skill  in 
elucidating  the  development  of  decora- 
tive art  in  Egypt.' — Times. 


C.  W.  Oman.     A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
ART    OF  WAR.       Vol.    11.  :    The 
Middle  Ages,  from  the  Fourth  to  the 
Fourteenth    Century.       By    C.    W. 
Oman,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls', 
Oxford.   Illustrated.    Demy  ?,vo.    21s. 
'  The  book  is   based   throughout   upon   a 
thorough  study  of  the  original  sources, 
and  will  be  an  indispensable  aid  to  all 
students  of   mediaeval   history.' — Athe- 
naum. 
'  The  whole  art  of  war  in  its  historic  evolu- 
tion has  never  been  treated  on  such  an 
ample  and  comprehensive  scale,  and  we 
question  if  any  recent  contribution  to 
the  exact  history  of  the  world  has  pos- 
sessed   more    enduring    value.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 
S,  Baring  Gould.     THE  TRAGEDY 
OF  THE  C^SARS.      With  nume- 
rous Illustrations  from  Busts,  Gerns, 
Cameos,  etc.     By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  Edition.     Royal  Zvo.     xy. 
'A  most  splendid  and  fascinating  book  on  a 
subject  of  undying  interest.     The  great 
feature  of  the  book  is  the  use  the  author 
has   made  of  the  existing  portraits  of 
the  Caesars  and  the  admirable  critical 
subtlety  he  has  exhibited  in  dealing  with 
this  line  of  research.     It  is  brilliantly 
written,  and  the  illustrations  are  sup- 
plied on  a  scale  of  profuse  magnificence.' 
— Daily  Chronicle. 
F.  W.  Maitland.     CANON  LAW  IN 
ENGLAND.    By  F.  W.  Maitland, 
LL.D.,    Downing   Professor    of   the 
Laws  of  England  in  the  University 
of  Cambridge.     Royal  8vo.     -js.  6d. 
'  Professor   Maitland   has  put   students  of 
English  law  under  a  fresh  debt.     These 
essays  are  landmarks  in  the  study  of  the 
history  of  Canon  Law.' — Ti»ies. 

H.  de  B.  Gibbins.  INDUSTRY  IN 
ENGLAND  :  HISTORICAL  OUT- 
LINES. By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.  With  5  Maps.  Se- 
cond Edition.  Demy  8vo.  10s.  6d. 
H.  E.  Egerton.  A  'HISTORY  OF 
BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY. 
By  H.  E.  Egerton,  M.A.  Demy 
8vo.     12s.  6d. 

It  is  a  good  book,  distinguished  by  accu- 
racy in  detail,  clear  arrangement  of  facts, 
and  a  broad  grasp  of  principles.' — 
Manchester  Guardian. 
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Albert  Sorel.  THE  EASTERN 
QUESTION  IN  THE  EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY.  ByALDKRT 
Sorel,  of  the  French  Academy. 
Translated  by  F.  C.  BRAMWiiLL. 
M.A.    With  a  Map.    Cr.  8vo.    y.  6d. 

C.  H.   Griming.     A    HISTORY   OF 
THE  GREAT  NORTHERN  RAIL- 
WAY,   1845-95.     By  Ch.'VRLEs    H. 
Grinling.     With    Maps   and  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  8vo.     10s.  ()d. 
'  Mr.  Grinling  has  done  for  a  Railway  what 
Macaulay  did  for  English   History.' — 
The  En^neer. 

W.    Sterry.      ANNALS    OF  ETON 
COLLEGE.     By  W.  Sterry,  M.A. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     Demy 
Zvo.     •}$.  6d. 
'  A  treasurj'  of  quaint  and  interesting  read- 
ing.     Mr.   Sterry  has  by  his  skill  and 
vivacity  given  these  records  new  life." — 
Acatietuy. 

G.W.Fisher.  ANNALSOFSHREWS- 
BURY  SCHOOL.  By  G.  W. 
Fisher,  M.A. ,  late  Assistant  Master. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo.  10s.  6d. 
'This     careful,      erudite      book." — Daily 

Chronicle. 
'  A  book  of  which  Old  Salopians  are  sure 
to  be  proud.' — Globe. 

J.  Sargeaunt  ANNALS  OF  WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL.  By  J.  Sar- 
GEAUNT,  M.A. ,  Assistant  Master. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo.     "js.  6d. 

A.  Clark.  THE  COLLEGES  OF 
OXFORD:  Their  History  and  their 
Traditions.  By  Members  of  the 
University.  Edited  by  A.  Clark, 
M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Lincoln 
College.  8vo.  125.  6d. 
'A  work   which  will  be    appealed  to  for 


many   years   as   the  standard   book.' — 
Alhen^eum. 

T.  M.  Taylor.  A  CONSTITUTIONAL 
AND  POLITICAL  III.STORY  OF 
ROME.     ByT.  M.  Taylor.  M.A., 
Fellow  of  Gonville  and  Caius  College, 
Cambridge,      Senior       Chancellor's 
Medallist  for  Classics,  Person   Uni- 
versity Scholar,   etc.,    etc.      Crown 
8vo.     7s.  6d. 
'  We  fully  recognise  the  value  of  this  care- 
fully written  work,  and  admire  especially 
the  fairness  and  sobriety  of  his  judgment 
and  the  human  interest  with  which  he 
has  inspired  a   subject   which  in    some 
hands   becomes  a   mere  series   of   cold 
abstractions.     It  is  a  work  that  will  be 
stimulating  to   the   student    of   Kom.-in 
historj'.' — Alhemeum. 

J.  Wells.     A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
ROME.       By     J.    Wells,     M.A., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham  Coll. , 
Oxford.      Third  Edition.      W'x'Ca   3 
Maps.     Crown  8vo.     y.  Sd. 
This  book  is  intended  for  the  Middle  and 
Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for 
Pass   Students   at  the  Universities.     It 
contains  copious  Tables,  etc. 
'An   original  work  written  on  an  original 
plan,  and  with  uncommon  freshness  and 
vigour.' — Speaker, 

0.  Browning.  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  MEDIEVAL  ITALY,  A.D. 
1250-1530.  By  Oscar  Browning, 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  King's  College, 
Cambridge.  In  Two  Volumes.  Cr. 
8vo.  ^s.  each. 
Vol.  I.   1250-1409. — Guelphs  and 

Ghibellines. 
Vol.   II.   1409-1530.— The  Age  of 
the  Condottien. 

O'Grady.  THE  STORY  OF  IRE- 
L.\ND.  By  Standish  O'Grady, 
Author  of '  Finn  and  his  Companions. 
Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d, 


Byzantine  Texts 


ZACHARIAH       OF 

Translated    into    English    by   F.   J. 

Hamilton,     D.D.,     and     E.     W. 

Brooks.     Demy  8vo.     J2s.  6d.  net. 
EVAGRIUS.      Edited    by     Professor 


Edited  by  J.  B.  BuRY,  M.A. 

MITYLENE.  |      L£oN  Parmentier  and  M.  BiDEZ. 

Demy  8vo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
THE     HISTORY     OF     PSELLUS. 

By  C.   Sathas.      Demy  8va.      15J. 

net. 
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R.   L.   Stevenson.     THE  LETTERS 
OF   ROBERT    LOUIS    STEVEN- 
SON    TO     HIS    FAMILY    AND 
FRIENDS.      Selected    and    Edited, 
with   Notes    and   Introductions,    by 
Sidney    Colvin.      Third  Edition. 
Demy  8vo,  2  vols. ,  255.  ?iet. 
'Irresistible  in  their  raciness,  their  variety, 
their  animation  ...  of  extraordinary 
fascination.      A  delightful  inheritance, 
the    truest    record    of  a  "richly  com- 
pounded spirit"  that  the  literature  of 
our  time  has  preserved.' — Times. 
'There_  are  few    books   so  interesting,   so 
moving,  and  so  valuable  as  this  collec- 
tion of  letters.     One  can  only  commend 
people  to  read  and  re-read  the  book.   The 
volumes  are  beautiful,  and  Mr.  Colvin's 
part  of  the  work  could  not  have  been 
better  done,  his  introduction  is  a  master- 
piece.'— Sped  a  tor. 

J.    G.    MiUais.      THE    LIFE    AND 
LETTERS       OF       SIR       JOHN 
EVERETT  MILLAIS,  President  of 
the   Royal  Academy.     By  his  Son, 
J.    G.    MiLLAis.      With   319   Illus- 
trations,  of  which   9  are   in    Photo- 
gravure.     Second  Edition.     2   vols, 
Royal  8vo,  jp.s.  net. 
'Of  unusual  interest  and  charm,  as  manly, 
unaffected,  and  simple,  as  was  Millais 
hirnself.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
'  The  illustrations  make  the  book  delightful 
to  handle  or  to  read.     The  eye  lingers 
lovingly  upon  the  beautiful  pictures.' — 
Standard. 
'  This  charming  book  is  a  gold  mine  of  good 

things.' — Daily  IVeius. 
'  This  splendid  work.' — World. 
'Deserves    an    honoured   place    on    every 

hookshnW— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
'Of  such  absorbing  interest  is  it,  of  such 
completeness  in  scope  and  beauty. 
Special  tribute  must  be  paid  to  the 
extraordinary  completeness  of  the  illus- 
trations. ' — Graphic. 

S,  Baring  Gould.    THE    LIFE    OF 
NAPOLEON    BONAPARTE.     By 
.S.  Baring  Gould.     With  over  450 
Illustrations    in    the    Text    and     12 
Photogravure  Plates.     Large  quarto. 
Gilt  top.     36^'. 
'  The  main  feature  of  this  gorgeous  volume 
is  its  great  wealth   of  beautiful    photo- 
gravures    and     finely- executed     wood 
engravings,     constituting     a     complete 


Biography 


Ijictorial    chronicle     of    Napoleon     I.'s 
personal  history  from  thedays  of  his  early 
childhood  at  Ajaccio  to  the  date  of  his 
second  interment.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
P.  H.  Colomb.     MEMOIRS  OF  AD- 
MIRAL SIR   A.    COOPER    KEY. 
By  Admiral  P.  H.  Colomb.     With 
a  Portrait.     Demy  Zvo.     x6s. 
Morris    Fuller.     THE    LIFE    AND 
WRITINGS  OF  JOHN    DAVEN- 
ANT,    D.D.   (1571-1641),   Bishop   of 
Salisbury.       By    M0RRI.S     Fijller, 
B.  D.     Demy  8vo.     10s.  6d. 
J.    M.    Rigs'.      ST.    ANSELM    OF 
CANTERBURY:    A  Chapter   in 
THE    History    of    Religion.     By 
J.  M.  Rigg.     Demy  Svo.     js.  6d. 
F.     W.     Joyce.       THE     LIFE     OF 
SIR   FREDERICK  GORE  OURE- 
LEY.    By  F.  W.  Joyce,  M.A.  js.  6d. 

W.  G.  Collingwood.     THE  LIFE  OF 
JOHN      RU.SKIN.       By    W.     G. 
Collingwood,    M.A.      With    Por- 
traits,   and     13    Drawings    by    Mr. 
Ruskin.      Second  Edition.      2  vols. 
8vo.     32J, 
'  It  is  long  since  we  had  a  biography  with 
such  delights  of  substance  and  of  form. 
Such  a  book  is  a  pleasure  for  the  day, 
and  a  joy  for  ever.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

C.  Waldstein.    JOHN  RUSKIN,    By 

Charles  Waldstein,  M.A.    With 

a  Photogravure  Portrait,  PostSvo.  5^. 

A.  M.  F.  Darmesteter,    THE  LIFE 

OF       ERNEST       RENAN.         By 

Madame     Darmesteter.       With 

Portrait.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

W.  H.  Button.     THE  LIFE  OF  SIR 

THOMAS     MORE.       By    W.     H. 

Hutton,    M.A.      With     Portraits. 

Seco7id  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     5J. 

'  The  book  lays  good  claim  to  high  rank 

among  our  biographies.  It  is  excellently, 

even  lovingly,  written.' — Scotsman. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  VICAR  OF 
MORWENSTOW:  A  Biography. 
By  S.  Baring  Gould,  M.A.  A 
new  and  Revised  Edition.  With 
Portrait.  Crown  8vo.  3j-.  6d. 
A  completely  new  edition  of  the  well  known 
biography  of  R.  S.  Hawker. 
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Travel,  Adventure  and  Topography 

'  The  record  of  the  first  ascent  of  the  highest 


SvenHedin.    THROUGH  ASIA.    Hy 
SvEN  Hkdin,  Gold  Medallist  of  the 
Royal   Geographical  Society.     With 
300      Illustrations     from      Sketches 
and    Photographs    by    the    Author, 
and  Maps,  zvols.  Royal Bvo.  zos.tiet. 
'One   of  the   greatest   books   of  the   kind 
issued   during   the   century.     It   is   im- 
possible to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  the 
richness  of  the   contents   of  this  book, 
nor  of  its  abounding  attractions  as  a  story 
of  travel    unsurpassed   in  geographical 
and  human  interest.     Much  of  it  is  a 
revelation.     Altogether  the  work  is  one 
which  in  solidity,  novelty,  and  interest 
rnust   take  a  first  rank  among  publica- 
tions of  its  class. ' —  Times. 
F.  H.  Skrine  and  E.  D.  Ross.     THE 
HKART     of    ASIA.      By    F.     H. 
Skrine  and    E.    D.    Ross.      With 
Maps    and    many    Illustrations     by 
Verestchagin.      Large  Crown  8vo. 
los.  6d.  net. 
'  This  volume  will  form  a  landmark  in  our 
knowledgeof  Central  Asia.  .  .  .  Illumin- 
ating and  convincing.      For    the    first 
time  we  are  enabled  clearly  to  under- 
stand not  only  how  Russia   has  estab- 
lished her    rule    in    Central   Asia,   but 
what  that   rule  actually   means  to  the 
Central   Asian   peoples.      This   book  is 
not    only  /cltx    of>f>ortunitatc,    but   of 
enduring  value.' — Times. 
R.  E.  Peaxy.     NORTHWARD  OVER 
TMK  GREAT  ICE.   ByR.E.  Pkary, 
Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  Geogra- 
phical Society.     With  over  800  Illus- 
trations.   2 vols.    RoyalZvo.    32J.  net. 
'  His  book  will  take  its  place  among  the  per- 
manent literature  of  Arctic  exploration.' 
—  Times. 
E.   A.  FitzGerald.    THE  HIGHEST 
ANDES.     By   E.    A.    KitzGkrald. 
With  2  Maps,  51  Illustrations,  13  of 
which   arc   in    Photogravure,  and   a 
Panorama.       Royal    6vo,    30^.     net. 
Also  a  Small  Edition  on  Hand-made 
Paper,    limited    to    50  Copies,    ^to, 

/c  have  nothing  but  praise  for  Mr.  Fitz- 
Gerald's  admirable  narrative.  A  book 
which  is  not  only  popular  in  the  l>est 
sense  of  the  word,  but  is  a  permanent 
and  solid  contribution  to  the  literature 
of  mountaiaeerins. ' —  Times. 
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mountain  yet  conquered  by  mortal  num. 
A  volume  which  will  continue  to  be  the 
classic  book  of  travel  on  this  region  of 
the   Andes.     The  photographs  are  ad- 
mirably reproduced,  and  the  lxx>k  is  got 
up  with  a  care  and   finish  worthy  of  so 
great  a  subject.'— ZJ/ij'/y  Chronicle. 
F.  W.  Christian.     THE  CAROLINE 
ISLANDS.     Hy  F.  W.  Christian. 
With  many  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Demy  8vo.     12s.  6d.  net. 
'  A  real  contribution  to  our  knowledge  of 
the  peoples  and  islands  of  Micronesia, 
as  well  as  fascinating  as  a  narrative  of 
travels  and  adventure.' — Scotsman. 
H.    H.    JolinBton.     BRITISH    CEN- 
TRAL   AFRICA.     By    Sir    H.    H. 
Johnston,    K.C.B.       With    nearly 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations,  and  Six 
Maps.     Second  Edition.     Crown  ^to. 
i&s.  net. 
'  A   fascinating   book,    written   with   equal 
skill  and  charm— the  work  at  once  of  a 
literary  artist  and  of  a   man   of  .action 
who  is  singularly  wise,  brave,  and  ex- 
perienced.     It    abounds    in    admirable 
sketches.' — IVestminster  Gazette. 
L.     Decle.       THREE     YEARS     IN 
SAVAGE    AFRICA.      By    Lionel 
Decle.     With  100  Illustrations  and 
5  Maps.    Second  Edition.    Demy  8vo. 
10s.  6d.  net. 
'  Its    bright    pages  give   a   better  general 
survey  of  Africa  from  the  Cape  to  the 
Kquator   than   any  single  volume   that 
has  yet  been  published.' — Times. 

A.  Hulme  Beaman.  TWENTY 
YEARS  IN  THE  NEAR  EAST. 
By  A.  Hui.ME  Beaman.  Demy 
8:'<>.     With  Portrait,     los.  6d. 

Henri  of  Orieans.  FROM  TONKIN 
TO  INDI.\.  By  Prince  Hknki  of 
Orleans.  Translated  by  Hamley 
Bent,  M.A.  With  100  Illustrations 
and  a  Map.     Cr.  ^to,  j^ilt  top.     255. 

8.  L.  Hlnde.  THE  FALL  OF  THE 
CONCJO  ARAB.S.  By  .S.  L.  HiNm;. 
With  Plans,  ric.     Demy^vo.     12s.  6d. 

A.  St.  H.  Gibbonft.  EXPLORATION 
AND  HUNTING  IN  CENTRAL 
AFRICA.  By  Major  A.  .St.  H. 
Gibbons.      With  ful'-page  Illustra- 
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tions  by  C.  Whympek,  and   Maps. 
Demy  8vo.     15J. 
Fraser.       ROUND    THE   WORLD 
ON  A  WHEEL.     By  John  Fostkr 
Eraser.       With    100    Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'The  story  is  told  with  delightful  gaiety, 
humour,  and  crispness.   There  has  rarely 
appeared    a    more    interesting    tale    of 
modern  travel.' — Scotsman. 
'  A  classic  of  cycling,  graphic  and  witty.' — 
Yorkshire  Post. 

R.  L.  Jefferson.     A  NEW  RIDE  TO 
KHIVA.       By    R.    L.    Jefferson. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo,  6s. 
The  account  of  an  adventurous  ride  on  a 
bicycle  through  Russia  and  the  deserts 
of  Asia  to  Khiva. 
'  An     exceptionally    fascinating     book     of 
travel.  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
J.      K.      Trotter.       THE      NIGER 
SOURCES.       By    Colonel     J.     K. 
Trotter,   R.A.     With  a  Map  and 
Illustrations.      Crown  8vo.     55-. 
Michael  Davitt.     LIFE  AND  PRO- 
GRESS   IN   AUSTRALASIA.     By 
Michael  Davitt,   M.P.     500  pp. 
With  2  Maps.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 


W.  J.  Galloway.  ADVANCED  AUS- 
TRALIA. By  William  J.  Gal- 
loway, M.  P.  Crown  Zvo.  35.  6d. 
'This  is  an  unusally  thorough  and  informa- 
tive little  work.' — Morning  Post. 

W.  Crooke.  THE  NORTH- 
WESTERN PROVINCES  OF 
INDIA :  Their  Ethnology  and 
Administration.  By  W.  Crooke. 
With  Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo.     105.  6d. 

A.  Boisragon.     THE  BENIN  MAS- 
SACRE.    By  Captain  Boisragon. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8z>o.     35.  6d. 
'  If  the  story  had  been  written  four  hundred 
years  ago  it  would  be  read  to-day  as  an 
English  classic' — Scotsman. 
H,  S.  Co-wper.     THEHILLOFTHE 
GRACES:  OR,  the  Great  Stone 
Temples  of  Tripoli.     By  H.   S. 
Covvper,  F.S.A.    With  Maps,  Plans, 
and 75  Illustrations.  DemySvo.  10s. 6d. 
W.  B.  Worsfold.     SOUTH  AFRICA. 
By  W.  B.  Worsfold,  M.A.     WitA 
a  Map,  Second  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.   6s. 
'  A   monumental   work  compressed  into  a 
very  moderate  compass.' — World. 


G.   S,   Robertson.     CHITRAL:   The 
Story   of    a    Minor    Siege.     By    Sir 
G.  S.  Robertson,  K. C.S.I.     With 
numerouslllustrations,  Map  and  Plans. 
Seco7td  Edition.    Demy  8vo.     JOS.  6d. 
'  It  is  difficult  to  imagine  the  kind  of  person 
whocould  read  this  brilliant  book  without 
emotion.     The  story  remains  immortal — 
a  testimony  imperishable.     We  are  face 
to  face  with  a  great  book.' — Illustrated 
London  Neivs. 
'  A  book  which  the  Elizabethans  would  have 
thought  wonderful.  More  thrilling,  more 
piquant,   and    more    human    than    any 
novel . ' — Newcastle  Ch  ron  iclc. 
'One  of  the  most  stirring  militarj'  narra- 
tives written  in  our  time.' — Times. 
'As  fascinating  as  Sir  Walter  Scott's  best 
fiction.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
R.  S.  S.  Baden-PoweU.  THE  DOWN- 
FALL OF   PREMPEH.     A   Diary 
of  Life  in  Ashanti,  1895.    By  Colonel 
Baden- Powell.    With  21  Illustra- 
tions and  a  Map.     Cheaper  Edition. 
Large  Crown  8vo.     6s. 


Naval  and  Military 


R.  S.  S.  Baden-Po-well.  THE  MATA- 
BELE  CAMPAIGN,  1896.  By  Col. 
Baden-Powell.  With  nearly  100 
Illustrations.  Cheaper  Edition.  Large 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

E  H.  Alderson.  WITH  THE 
MOUNTED  INFANTRY  AND 
THE  MASHONALAND  FIELD 
FORCE,  1896.  By  Lieut. -Colonel 
Alderson.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations and  Plans.  Demy  8vo. 
\os.  6d. 

Sesrmour  Vandeleur.  CAMPAIGN- 
ING ON  THE  UPPER  NILE 
AND  NIGER.  By  Lieut.  Seymour 
Vandeleur.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Sir  G.  Goldie,  K.C.M.G.  With 
4  Maps,  Illustrations,  and  Plans. 
Large  Crown  8vo.     \os.  6d. 

Lord    Fincastle.       A     FRONTIER 

CAMPAIGN.      By    Viscount     FiN- 
CASTLE,    V.C.,    and    Lieut.    P.    C. 
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Elliott-Lockhakt.  With  a  Map 
and  16  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     (>s. 

E.  N.  Bennett.  TIIF.  DOWNFALL 
OF  THE  UKRVISHES:  A  Sketch 
of  the  Sudan  Campaign  of  1898.  Hy 
E.  N.  Bennett,  Fellow  of  Hertford 
College.  With  Four  Maps  and  a 
Photogravure  Portrait  of  Lord  Kit- 
chener. Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 
3s.  6d. 

W.  Kinnaird  Rose.  WITH  THE 
GREEKS  IN  TIIESSALY.  By 
W.  Kinnaird  Rosic.  With  Illus- 
trations.    Croxvn  8vo.     6s. 

G.  W.  Steevens.    NAVAL  POLICY : 

ByG.  W.  Steevens.    DcmySvo.    6s. 

This  book  is  a  description  of  the  British  and 

other  more  important  navies  of  the  world, 

with  a  sketch  of  the  lines  on  which  our 

naval  policy  might  possibly  be  developed. 

D.  Hannay.    A   SHORT    HISTORY 

OF   THE    ROYAL   NAVY,   From 

Early  Times  TO  THE  Present  Day. 

By  David  Hannay.       Illustrated. 

2    Vols.     Demy  8vo.     js.    6d.    each. 

Vol.  I.,  1200- 1688. 

'  We  read  it  from  cover  to  cover  at  a  sitting, 

and  those  who  go  to  it  for  a  lively  and 

brisk  picture  of  the  past,  with  all  its  faults 

and  itsgrandeur, will  not  be  disappointed. 

The  historian  is  endowed  with  literary 

skill  and  style." — Standard. 

C.  Cooper  King.  THE  STORY  OF 
THE  BRITISH  ARMY.   By  Colonel 


Cooper  King.     Illustrated.     Demy 
8z'6i.     7.f.  6d, 
'An   authoritative   and    accurate   story   of 
England's    military    progress.' — Daily 
Mail. 
R.   Southey.      ENGLISH    SEAMEN 
(Howard,  Cliflord,  Hawkins,  Drake, 
Cavendish).     By  Rohkkt  Sol'THEY. 
Edited,    with    an    Introduction,    by 
Daviu   Hannay.     Second  Edition. 
CroT.vn  Qvo.     6s. 
'A   brave,   inspiriting  book.' — Black  and 
lyhite. 
W.   Clark  RusselL     THE  LIFE  OF 
ADMIRAL      LORD      COLLING- 
WOOD.    By  W.  Clark  Rlssell. 
With  Illustrations  by  F.  Brangwyn. 
Third  E.dition.     Crown  8vo.     6s, 
'  A  book  which  we  should  like  to  see  in  the 
bands  of  every  boy  in  the   country.' — 
St.  James's  Gazette. 
E.   L.    S.    Horsbturgh.      THE    CAM- 
PAIGN    OF     WATERLOO.       By 
E.  L.  S.  HoRsnuRGH,  13. A.     With 
Plans,     Crown  8vo.     c,s. 
'A    brilliant    essay — simple,     sound,     and 
thorough.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
H.     B.     George.        BATTLES      OF 
ENGLISH    HISTORY.     Ey  H.   B. 
George,    M.A.,    Fellow    of    New 
College,   Oxford.      With    numerous 
Plans.     Third  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
'  Mr.  George  has  undertaken  a  very  useful 
task — that  of  making  military  affairs  in- 
tel!lv;ible  and  instructive  to  non-military 
readers — and    has   executed    it   with   a 
large  measure  of  success.' — Timet. 


General   Literature 


S.  Baring  Gould.    THE  BOOK  OI" 
THE     WEST.       By    S.     Baring 
Gould.      With   numerous    Illustra- 
tions.    T7V0  volumes.    Vol.  i.  Devon. 
Vol.     II.     Cornwall.       Crown     8vo. 
6s.  each. 
'  They  are  very  attractive  little  volumes, 
they    have    numerous   very   pretty   and 
interesting  pictures,   the  stury  is  fresh 
and  bracing  as  the  air  of  Dartmoor,  and 
the  legend  weird  as  twilight  over  Doz- 
mare  Pool,  and  lliey  give  us  a  very  good 
idea   of  this  enchanting   and    beautiful 
district.' — Guardian. 
'They  are  sutficienlly  learned  without  being 
abstruse,  and   their   interest  and  renil- 
ableness  never  fail.' — Glas^mv  Herald. 


'  A  narrative  full  of  picturesque  incident, 
personal  interest,  and  literary  charm.' — 
Lefds  .-Mercury. 

S.  Baring  Gould.    OLD  COUNTRY 
LIFE.    ByS.  Baring Goulu.    With 
Sixty-seven  Illustrations.     Large  Cr. 
8w.     Fifth  Edition.     6s. 
'  "  Old  Country  Life,"as  healthy  wholesome 
reading,    full  of  breezy  life  and    move- 
ment, full  of  quaint  stories   vigorously 
told,  will  not  be  excelled  by  any  book  to 
be     published     throughout      the     year. 
Sound,  hearty,  and  English  to  the  core.' 
—  IVarld. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  AN  OLD  ENGLISH 

llOMi;.       liv    S.    Baking  Goulu, 
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With   numerous   Plans  and  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'The  chapters  are  delightfully  fresh,  very 
informing,  and  lightened  by  many  a  good 
story.     A  delightful  fireside  companion.' 
— Si.  James's  Gazette. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  HISTORIC 
ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  Edition.      Crown  8vo.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  FREAKS  OF 
FANATICISM.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould.    Third  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  GARLAND  OF 
COUNTRY  SONG  :  English  Folk 
Songs  with  their  Traditional  Melodies. 
Collected  and  arranged  by  S.  Baring 
Gould  and  H.  F.  Sheppard. 
Demy  ^to.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  SONGS  OF  THE 
WEST:  Traditional  Ballads  and 
Songs  of  the  West  of  England,  with 
their  Melodies.  Collected  by  S. 
Baring  Gould,  M.A.  ,  and  H.  F. 
Shkppard,  M.A.  In  4  Parts.  Parts 
/.,  //.,  ///.,  3^.  each.  Part  IV.,  ^s. 
In  one  Vol.,  French  morocco,  \c^s. 
'  A  rich  collection  of  humour,  pathos,  grace, 
and  poetic  fancy.' — Saturday  Review. 

S,  Baring  Gould.  YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  STRANGE  SUR- 
VIVALS AND  SUPERSTITIONS. 
By  S.  Baring  Gould.  Cr.  8vo. 
Second  Editio?i.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  DESERTS 
OF  SOUTHERN  FRANCE.  By 
S.  Baring  Gould.  2  vols.  Demy 
8vo.     32J. 

Cotton  Minchin.  OLD  HARROW 
DAYS.  By  J.  G.  Cotton  Minchin. 
Cr.  8Z'0.     Second  Edition,     ^s. 

W.  E,  Gladstone.  THE  SPEECHES 
OF  THE  RT.  HON.  W.  E.  GLAD- 
STONE, M.P.  Edited  by  A.  W. 
Hutton,  M.A.,  and  H.J.Cohen, 
M.A.  With  Portraits,  Demy  8vo. 
Vols.  IX.  and  X.,  12s.  6d.  each. 

E.  V.  Zenker.  ANARCHISM.  By 
E.  V.  Zenker.     Demy  8vo.    -js.  6d. 


'  Herr  Zenker  has  succeeded  in  producing  a 
careful  and  critical  history  of  the  growth 
of  Anarchist  theory. 

A.  Silva  White.     THE  EXPANSION 
OF  EGYPT:  A  Political  and  His- 
torical Survey.    By  A.  SiLVA  White. 
With  four  Special  Maps.    Demy  8vo. 
1 5 J.  net. 
Th's  is  an  account  of  the  political  situation 
in  Egypt,  and  an  elabarate  description 
of  the  Anglo-Egyptian  Administration. 
It  is  a  comprehensive  treatment  of  the 
whole   Egyptian   problem   by  one  who 
has  studied  every  detail  on  the  spot. 
'  A  most  valuable  book  of  reference.     It  is 
wonderfully    complete   and    up-to-date. 
It  traces  the  historic   evolution  of  the 
existing      state      of     things.'  —  Daily 
Chronicle. 
'  A  very  able  and  elaborate  work.' — Man- 
chester Guardian. 
'  This  is  emphatically  the  best  account  of 
Egypt  as  it  is  under  English  control  that 
has  been  published  for  many  years.' — 
Spectator. 

Peter  Beckford.    THOUGHTS  ON 
HUNTING.   By  Peter  Beckford. 
Edited  by    J.    Otho    Paget,    and 
Illustrated    by    G.     H.     Jalland. 
Demy  8vo.     \os.  6d. 
This  edition   of  one  of  the  most  famous 
classics  of  sport  contains  an  introduc- 
tion and  many  footnotes  by  Mr.  Paget, 
and  is  thus  brought  up  to  the  standard 
of  modern  knowledge. 
'  Beckford 's  "Thoughts  on  Hunting"  has 
long  been  a  classic  with  sportsmen,  and 
the  present  edition  will  go  far  to  make  it 
a  favourite  with  lovers  of  literature.' — 
Speaker. 

H.  G.  Hutchinson.     THE  GOLFING 
PILGRIM.        By       Horace      G. 
Hutchinson.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 
'  Without  this  book  the  golfer's  library  will 
be  incomplete.' — Pail  Mall  Gazette. 

J.  Wells.     OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE«      By   Members   of  the   Uni- 
versity.    Edited  by  J.  Wells,  M.A., 
Fellowand  Tutorof  Wadham  College. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     is.  6d. 
'  We  congratulate  Mr.  Wells  on  the   pro- 
duction  of  a  readable  and   intelligent 
account  of  Oxford  as  it  is  at  the  present 
time,  written  by  persons  who  are  pos- 
sessed of  a  close  acquaintance  with  the 
system  and   life  of  the   University.' — 
A  thettitum. 
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0.  0.  Robertson.    VOCES  ACADE- 

MlC.-li.     Hy  C.  Grant  Robkrtsos, 

M.A..    Fellow  of  All  Souls',  Oxford. 

ll^i/A  a  Frontispiece.  Foil  8vo.  3^.  6d. 

'  Decidedly       clever       and       amusing.' — 

A  thencTum. 

Rosemary  Cotes.      DANTE'S  GAR- 
DEN.   By  Rosemary  Cotes.   Willi 
a  Frontispiece.  Second  Edition.  Fcp. 
8fi'.     IS.  bd.     Leather,  33-.  (3d.  vet. 
'  .\  charming  collection  of  legends  of  the 
flowers  mentioned  by  Dante.' — Academy. 

Clifford  Harrison.     READING  AND 
READERS.     By  Clifford  Harri- 
son.    Fcp.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
'An  extremely  sensible  little  book.' — Man- 
Chester  Guardian. 

L.  Whibley.  GREEK  OLIGARCH- 
IES: THEIR  ORGANIS.VTION 
AND  CHARACTER.  By  L. 
Whibley,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pem- 
broke College,  Cambridge.  Crown 
8vo.    6s. 


L.  L.  Price.  ECONOMIC  SCIENCE 
AND  BR.^CTICE.  By  L.  L.  I'kick, 
.\I.A..  Fellow  of  Oriel  College.  Ox- 
ford.    Crown  8vo.     6s. 

J.  8.  Shedlock.    THE  PIANOFORTF. 

.SO.N.V  r.\  :   Its  Origin  and  Develop 

nient.     By  J.  S.  SHEULOCk.    Crown 

Bvo.     SJ. 

'  This  work  should   be  in  the  possession  of 

every  musician  and  amateur.    A  concise 

and   lucid  history  and  a  very  valuable 

work  for  reference.' — Athena-uni. 

A.    Hulme   Beaman.     PONS  ASIN- 
ORUM;     OR,      A     GUIDE     TO 
BRIDGE.      By  A.    HuLME    Bea- 
man.    Fcap  8vo.     2s. 
A    practical    guide,    with    many    specimen 
gainer,  to  the  new  game  of  Bridge. 

E.  M.  Bowden.  THE  EXAMPLE  OF 
BL'DDH.\:  Being  Quotations  from 
Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in 
the  Year.  Compiled  by  E.  M. 
BoWDEN.  Third  Edition.  i6mo. 
2s.  6d. 


Philosophy 


L.  T.  Hobhouse.    THE  THEORY  OF 
KNOWLEDGE.     By   L.  T.    HoB- 
HOUSE,   Fellow  of  C.C.C,  Oxford. 
Demy  8vo.     2xs. 
'  The     most     important     contribution     to 
English  philosophy  since  the  publication 
of    Mr.     Bradley  s    "Appearance    and 
Reality."  ' — Glas^trw  Herald. 
'  A  brilliantly  vnitten  volume.' — Times. 

W.  H.  Fairbrother.  THE  PHILO- 
SOPHY OF  T.  H.  GREEN.  By 
W.  H.  Fairbrother,  M.A.  Cr. 
8vo.     y.  6d. 


'In    every   way    an     admirable    book.' — 
Glasginu  Herald. 

F.  W.   BusselL     THE  SCHOOL  OF 

PLATO.    By  F.  W.  Bussell.  D.D., 
Fellow  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 
Demy  8vo.     loi.  6d. 
'A  clever   and    stimulating   book.' — Man- 
chester Guardian. 

F.  S.  Granger.  THE  WORSHIP 
OF  TllK  ROMANS.  By  F.  S. 
Granger,  M.A.,  Liit.D.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 


Theolo 


gy 


W.  R.  Inge.     CHRISTIAN  MYSTI- 
CISM.     The  Bampton  Lectures  for 
1899.    By  W.  R.  Inge,  M.A.,  Fellow 
and    Tutor    of     Hertford     College, 
Oxford.     Demy  8vo.      12s.  6d.  net. 
A  complete  survey  of  the  subject  from  St. 
John    and    St.    Paul    to    modern   times, 
covering  the  Christian  Platonists,  Augus- 


tine, the  Devotional  Mystics,  the 
Mcdi.'Eval  Mystics,  and  the  Nature 
Mystics  and  Symbolists,  including 
BObme  and  Wordsworth. 

'  An  able  discussion  of  a  very  important 
subject.' — Glasg(ni'  Herald. 

'  It  is  fully  worthy  of  the  best  traditions 
connected  with  the  Bampton  Lecture- 
ship.'— Record. 
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S.  R.  Driver.  SERMONS  ON  SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED  WITH 
THE  OLD  TESTAMENT.  By  S. 
R.  Driver,  D.D.,  Canon  of  Christ 
Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew 
in  the  University  of  Oxford.  Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 
'A  welcome  companion  to  the  author's 
famous  "  Introduction."' — Guardian. 

T.  K.  Cheyne.   FOUNDERS  OF  OLD 
TESTAMENT    CRITICISM.      By 
T.    K.    Cheyne,    D.D.,    Oriel   Pro- 
fessor at  Oxford.     Large  Crown  Zvo. 
"js.  6d. 
A  historical  sketch  of  O.  T.  Criticism. 
'A  very  learned  and  instructive   v/orlc.' — 
Times. 

Walter   Lock.      ST.    PAUL,    THE 
MASTER-BUILDER.  ByWALTER 
Lock.    D.D.,     Warden    of    Keble 
College.      Crown  8vo.     3^-.  6d. 
An  attempt  to  popularise  the  recent  addi- 
tions to  our  knowledge  of  St.  Paul  as  a 
missionary,  a  statesman  and  an  ethical 
teacher. 
'  The  essence  of  the   Pauline   teaching    is 
condensed  into  little  more  than  a  hun- 
dred pages,  yet  no  point  of  importance 
is  overlooked.     We  gladly  recommend 
the  lectures  to  all  who  wish  to  read  with 
understanding.' — Guardian. 

H.     RasMaU.      DOCTRINE    AND 
DEVELOPMENT.     By  Hastings 
Rashdali.,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor 
of  New  College,  Oxford.    Cr.  8vo.   6s. 
*  A  very  interesting  attempt  to  restate  some 
of  the  principal  doctrines  of  Christianity, 
in  which  Mr.  Rashdall  appears  to  us  to 
have  achieved  a  high  measure  of  success. 
He  is  often  learned,  almost  always  sym- 
pathetic, and  always  singularly  lucid.' — 
Manchester  Guardian. 

a  a  Henson.  APOSTOLIC  CHRIS- 
TIANITY: As  Illustrated  by  the 
Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Corinthians. 
By  H.  H.  Henson,  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
All  Souls",  Oxford.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

H.  H.  Henson.  DISCIPLINE  AND 
LAW.  By  H.  Hensley  Henson, 
B.D.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls',  Oxford. 
FcaJ>.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

H.  H.  Henson.  LIGHT  AND 
LEAVEN  :        Historical      and 


Social  Sermons.    By  H.  H.  Hen- 
son, M.A.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 

Bennett  and  Adeney.    A  BIBLICAL 
INTRODUCTION.       By    W.    H. 
Bennett,  M.  A. ,  and  W.  F.  Adeney, 
M.A.      Crown  8vo.     js.  6d. 
This  volume   furnishes   students  with    the 
latest     results     in     Biblical     criticism, 
arranged  methodically.      Each  book  is 
treated  separately  as  to  date,  author- 
ship, etc. 
'  Succmctly       written       and      admirably 

arranged.' — Outlook. 
'  It  makes  available  to  the  ordinary  reader 
the  best  scholarship  of  the  day  in  the 
field  of  Biblical  introduction.  We  know 
of  no  book  which  comes  into  competi- 
tion with  it.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

W.   H.   Bennett.      A    PRIMER    OF 

THE  BIBLE.     By  W.  H.  Bennett. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     2S.  6d. 

'  The  work  of  an  honest,  fearless,  and  sound 

critic,  and  an  excellent  guide  in  a  small 

compass  to  the  books  of  the  Bible.' — 

Manchester  Guardian. 

William  Harrison.  CLOVELLY 
SERMONS.  By  William  Harri- 
son, M.A. ,  late  Rector  of  Clovelly. 
With  a  Preface  by  '  LucAS  Malet.' 
Cr.  8vo.     35.  6d. 

Cecilia  Robinson.  THE  MINISTRY 
OF  DEACONESSES.  By  Deacon- 
ness  Cecilia  Robinson.  With  an 
Introduction  by  the  Lord  Bishop  of 
Winchester.  Cr.  8vo.  y.  6d. 
'  A  learned  and  interesting  book.' — Scots- 
man. 

E.  B.  Layard.  RELIGION  IN  BOY- 
HOOD. Notes  on  the  Religious 
Training  of  Boys.  By  E.  B 
L.\YARD,  M.A,     i8mo.  is. 

T.  Herbert  Bindley.  THE  OECU- 
MENICAL  DOCUMENTS  OF 
THE  FAITH.  Edited  with  Intro- 
ductions and  Notes  by  T.  Herbert 
Bindley,  B.D.  ,  Merton  College, 
Oxford.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  CREED  OF  NICEA. 

A  historical  account  of  the  Creed  of,  etc. 
THREE  EPISTLES  OF  CYRIL. 
THE  TOME  OF  LEO. 
THE      CHALCEDONIAN      DEFINI- 
TION. 
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W.  Yorke  Fausset.  THE  DE 
CATECHIZANDIS  RUDIBUS 
OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Edited, 
with  Introduction,  Notes,  etc.,  by 
W.  Yorke  Fausset,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo. 
3s.  6d. 

F.  Weston.  THE  HOLY  SACRI- 
FICE. By  F.  Weston,  M.A., 
Curate  of  St.  Matthew's,  Westmin- 
ster.    Poti  8vo.     6d.  net. 

A  Kempis.  THE  IMITATION  OF 
CHRIST.  By  Thomas  A  Kkmpis. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Dean 
Farrar.  Illustrated  by  C.  M. 
Gere.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
3^.  dd.     Padded  morocco,  55. 


'Amongst  all  the  innumerable  English' 
editions  of  the  "Imitation,"  there  can 
have  been  few  which  were  prettier  than 
this  one,  printed  in  strong  and  handsome 
type,  with  all  the  glory  of  red  initials.' — 
Glasg(rw  Herald. 

J.  Keble.  THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR. 
By  John  Keble.  With  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  W.  Lock, 
D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College. 
Illustrated  by  R.  Anning  Bell. 
Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo.  3^.  bd. 
Padded  morocco.     5s. 

'  The  present  edition  is  annotated  with  all 
the  care  and  insight  to  be  expected  from 
Mr.  Lock.' — Guardian. 


®jfor5  Commentaries 

General  Editor,  Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College,  Dean 
Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 

THE   BOOK  OF   JOB.      Edited,  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  E.   C.  S. 
Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds.     Demy  8vo.    6s. 


IbanDboohs  of  C^beolog^ 

General  Editor,  A.  Robertson,  D.D.,  Principal  of  King's  College,  London. 

THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND.  Edited 
with  an  Introduction  by  E.  C.  S. 
Gibson,  D.D.  ,  Vicar  of  Leeds,  late 
Principal  of  Wells  Theological  Col- 
lege. Second  and  Cheaper  Edition 
in  One  Votutne.  Demy  8vo.  izs.  6d. 
'  We  welcome  with  the  utmost  satisfaction 

a  new,  cheaper,  and   more  convenient 

edition   of  Dr.   Gibson's  book.     It  was 

greatly  wanted.     Dr.  Gibson  has  given 

theological  students  just  what  they  want, 

and  we  should  like  to  think  that  it  was 

in   the  hands    of   every  candidate    for 

orders. ' — Guardian. 


AN    INTRODUCTION     TO     THE 
HISTORY    OF    R?:LIGI0N.      By 
F.  B.   Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Prin- 
cipal   of    Bishop     Hatfield's    Hall. 
Demy  8vo.    10s.  6d. 
'  The  merit  of  this  book  lies  in  the  penetra- 
tion, the  singular  acuteness  and  force  of 
the   author's  judgment.     He  is  at  once 
critical  and  luminous,  at  once  just  and 


suggestive.        A      comprehensive      and 
thorough  book.' — Birmingham  Post. 

THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCAR- 
NATION. By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A., 
late  fellow  of  Magdalen  College, 
Oxon.,  and  Principal  of  Pusey  House. 
In  Two  Volumes.  Demy  8vo.  155. 
'A  clear  and  remarkably  full  account  of  the 

main  currents  of  speculation.     Scholarly 

precision  .  .  .  genuine   tolerance   .    .   . 

intense  interest  in  his  subject — are  Mr. 

Ottley's  merits.' — Guardian. 

AN     INTRODUCTION    TO    THE 
HISTORY  OF  THE  CREEDS.    By 
A.  E.  Burn,  B.D.,  Examining  Chap- 
lain to  the  Bishop  of  Lichfield.   Demy 
8vo.     io,f.  6d. 
'  This  book  may  lie  expected  to  hold   its 
place  as  an  authority  on  its  subject.' — 
Spectator. 
'  It  is  an  able  and  learned  treatise,  and  con- 
tains a  mass  of  information  which  will 
be  most  useful  to  scholars.' — Glasgow 
Herald. 
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XLbc  Cburcbman's  Xibrarg 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  Examining  Chaplain  to  the 
Bishop  of  Aberdeen. 


THE  BEGINNINGS  OF  ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY.  By  W.  E.  Col- 
lins, M.A.  With  Map.  Cr.  8vo. 
3i.  6d. 

'  An  excellent  example  of  thorough  and  fresh 
historical  work.' — Guardian, 

SOME  NEW  TESTAMENT  PRO- 
BLEMS. By  Arthur  Wright, 
M.A. ,  Fellow  of  Queen's  College, 
Cambridge.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE     KINGDOM     OF     HEAVEN 

HERE  AND    HEREAFTER.      By 

Canon     Wintekbotham,      M.A., 

B.Sc,  LL.B.     Cr.  8vo.     3s.  6d. 

'  A   most  able  book,  at  once  exceedingly 


thoughtful  and  richly  suggestive.' — G/as- 
gow  Herald. 

THE  WORKMANSHIP  OF  THE 
PRAYER  BOOK:  Its  Literary  and 
Liturgical  Aspects.  ByJ.  Dowden, 
D.D. ,  Lord  Bishop  of  Edinburgh. 
Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 

This  volume,  avoiding  questions  of  contro- 
versy, exhibits  the  liturgical  aims  and 
literary  methods  of  the  authors  of  the 
Prayer  Book. 

'  This  volume  is  fitted  to  make  its  readers 
feel  the  great  treasure  they  possess  in 
their  Prayer  Book. — Glasgoxv  Herald. 

'Scholarly  and  interesting.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 


Q;be  Cburcbman's  :©ible 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D. 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  issuing  a  series  of  expositions  upon  most  of  the  books  of 
the  Bible.  The  volumes  will  be  practical  and  devotional,  and  the  text  of  the 
authorised  version  is  explained  in  sections,  which  will  correspond  as  far  as 
possible  with  the  Church  Lectionary. 


THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  PAUL  TO 
THE  GALATIANS.  Explained  by 
A.  W.  Robinson,  Vicar  of  All 
Hallows,  Barking.  Fcap.  8vo.  u.  6d. 
net.     Leather,  ss.  6d.  net. 

'  The  most  attractive,  sensible,  and  instruc- 


tive manual  for  people  at  large,  which 
we  have  ever  seen.' — Church  Gazette. 
ECCLESIASTES.      Explained  by  A. 
W.    Streane,    D.D.       Fcap.    8vo. 
\s.  6d.  net.     Leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 
'  Scholarly,    suggestive,    and    particularly 
interesting. ' — Bookman. 


n:be  Xibrarg  of  ©crotion 

Pott  %vo,  cloth,  2s. ;  leather,  2s,  6d,  net. 
'  This  series  is  excellent.' — The  Bishop  of  London. 
'  Very  delightful.' — The  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells. 
'  Well  worth  the  attention  of  the  Clergy.' — The  Bishop  of  Lichfield. 
'  The  new  "  Library  of  Devotion  "  is  excellent.' — The  Bishop  of  Peterborough. 
'  Charming.' — Record.  '  Delightful.' — Church  Beits. 


THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  ST.  AU- 
GUSTINE. Newly  Translanted, 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by 
C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student  of  Christ 
Church.     Second  Edition. 


'  The  translation  is  an  excellent  piece  of 
English,  and  the  introduction  is  a  mas- 
terly exposition.  We  augur  well  of  a 
series  which  begins  so  satisfactorily.' — 
Titnes. 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


25 


THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.     By  John 

Kkhi.k.       With     Introduction    :ind 

Notes    by   W'ai.tkr    Lock,    D.D., 

Warden  of  Kcblc  College,    Ireland 

Professor  at  Oxford. 

'  The  volume   is   very  prettily  bound   anj 

printed,  and  may  fairly  claim  to  be  an 

advance    on    any  previous  editions.' — 

Guardian. 

THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.    A 
Revised  Translation,  with  an  Introduc- 
tion, by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student 
of  Christ  Church.     Second  Edition. 
\  practically  new  translation  of  this  book, 
which  the  reader  has,  almost  for  the  first 
time,   exactly  in  the  shape  in  which   it 
left  the  bands  of  the  author. 
'  A  nearer  approach  to  the  original   than 
has  yet  existed  in  English.' — Academy. 

A  BOOK  OF  DEVOTIONS.  By  J. 
W.  Stanbridge,  B.D.,  Rector  of 
Bainton,  Canon  of  York,  and  some- 
time Fellow  of  St.  John's  College, 
Oxford. 


It  is  probably  the  best  book  of  its  kind.  It 
desers'cs  high  commendation.' — Church 
Gazette. 

LYRA  INNOCENTIUM.  By  John 
Keble.  Etlited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  Walter  Lock.  D.D., 
Warden  of  Keble  College,  Oxford. 

A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  DEVOUT 
AND  HOLY  LIFE.  By  Wii.i.iAM 
Law.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  C,  BiGG,  D.D.,  late  Student  of 
Christ  Church. 
This  is  a  reprint,  word  for  word  and  line  for 
line,  of  the  Editio  Princcpi. 

THE  TEMPLE.    By  George  Her- 
bert.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction 
and    Notes,   by   K.    C.   S.   Gibson, 
D.  D. ,  Vicar  of  Leeds. 
This    edition    contains    Walton's    Life   of 
Herbert,  and  the  text  is  that  of  the  first 
edition. 
'  As  neat  and  desirable  an  edition  of  the 
work  as  can  be  found.' — Scotsman. 


ILcaDcrs  of  IRcliiiion 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING,  M.A.    With  Portraits,  Crown  ivo.    3^.  6d. 

A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders  of  religious 
life  and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 

The  following  are  ready — 
CARDINAL  NEWMAN.     By  R.  H. 

H  CTTON. 

JOHN  WESLEY.      By  J.   H.  Over- 
ton, M.A. 
BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.      By  G. 

W.  Daniell,  M.A. 
CARDINAL  MANNING.     By  A.  W. 

Hutton,  M.A. 
CHARLES  SIMEON.     By  H.  C.  G. 

MOULE,  D.D. 
JOHN  KEBLE.     By  Walter  Lock, 

D.D. 
THOMAS    CHALMERS.      By    Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
LANCELOT  ANDREWES.      By   R. 

L.  Ottley,  M.A. 


AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY. 

By  E.  L.  Cutts,  D.D. 
WILLIAM      LAUD.       By    W.     H. 
Hutton,  B.D. 

By  F.  MacCunn. 
By  R.  F.  Horton, 


By  F.  \.  Clarke, 


JOHN  KNOX. 
JOHN  HOWE. 

D.D. 
BISHOP  KEN. 

M.A. 
GEORGE    FOX,    THE    QUAKER. 

By  T.  HODGKIN,  D.C.L. 
JOHN     DONNE.       By    Augustus 

Jf.ssopp,  D.D. 
THOMAS    CRi\NMER.      By.  A.   J. 

Mason. 
BISHOP  LATIMER.    By  R.  M.  Car- 

LYLE  and  A.  J.  Carlyle,  M.A. 


Other  volumes  will  be  announced  in  due  course. 
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Fiction 


SIX     SHILLING    NOVELS 

Marie  Corelli's  Novels 

Crown  Svo.     6s.  each. 


A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS. 

Nineteenth  Edition. 

VENDETTA.      Fifteenth  Edition. 
THELMA.     Twenty-first  Edition. 

ARDATH:  THE  STORY  OF  A 
DEAD  SELF.     Eleventh  Edition. 

THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.  Ninth 
Edition. 

WORMWOOD.     Ninth  Edition. 

BARABBAS:  A  DREAM  OF  THE 
WORLD'S  TRAGEDY.  Thirty- 
fourth  Edition. 

'  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment 
and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writ- 
ing have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of 
the  conception,  and  the  conviction  is 
forced  on  us  that  even  so  exalted  a  sub- 
ject cannot  be  made  too  familiar  to  us, 


provided  it  be  presented  in  the  true  spirit 
of  Christian  faith.  The  amplifications 
of  the  Scripture  narrative  are  often  con- 
ceived with  high  poetic  insight,  and  this 
"Dream  of  the  World's  Tragedy"  is 
a  lofty  and  not  inadequate  paraphrase 
of  the  supreme  climax  of  the  inspired 
narrative.' — Dublin  Review, 

THE      SORROWS      OF      SATAN. 

Forty-first  Editio?i. 
'  A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  .  The 
conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the 
memory  of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has 
immense  command  of  language,  and  a 
limitless  audacity.  .  .  .  This  interesting 
and  remarkable  romance  will  live  long 
after  much  of  the  ephemeral  literature 
of  the  day  is  forgotten.  ...  A  literary 
phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even  sub- 
lime.'— W.  T.  Stead  in  the  Review 
of  Reviews. 


Anthony  Hope's  Novels 

Crown  Svo.     6s,  each. 


THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.      Eighth 

Edition. 
'  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of 
critical  analysis  impossible  within  our 
limit  ;  brilliant,  but  not  superficial  ; 
well  considered,  but  not  elaborated  ; 
constructed  with  the  proverbial  art  that 
conceals,  but  yet  allows  itself  to  be 
enjoyed  by  readers  to  whom  fine  literary 
method  is  a  keen  pleasure.'—  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.    Fifth  Edition. 
'A   graceful,    vivacious    comedy,    true    to 
human     nature.       The    characters     are 
traced  with  a  masterly  hand.' — Times. 

A  MAN   OF  MARK.    Fifth  Edition. 

'Of  all   Mr.   Hope's  books,   "A   Man  of 

Mark"  is  the  one  which  best  compares 

with     "  The    Prisoner    of    Zenda." ' — 

National  Oiservcr. 


THE   CHRONICLES   OF    COUNT 

ANTONIO.     Fou)-th  Edition. 

'It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love 
and  chivalry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate, 
and  modest  and  tender  of  lovers,  a  peer- 
less gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a 
faithful  friend,  and  a  magnanimous  foe.' 
— Guardian. 

PHROSO.      Illustrated     by     H.     R. 

Millar.  Fourth  Edition. 
'The  tale  is  thoroughly  fresh,  quick  with 
vitality,  stirring  the  blood.' — .S"^.  James's 
Gazette. 
'From  cover  to  cover  "Phroso"  not  only 
engages  the  attention,  but  carries  the 
reader  in  little  whirls  of  delight  from 
adventure  to  adventure.' — Academy. 
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SIMON  DALE.      Illustrated.     Third 
Edition. 

'  A  brilliant  novel.  The  story  is  rapid  and 
most  excellently  told.  As  for  the  hero, 
lie  is  a  perfect  hero  of  romance  ' — 
A  thent^um. 

'There  is  searching  analysis  of  human 
nature,  with  a  most  ingeniously  con- 
structed plot.  Mr.  Hope  has  drawn  the 
contrasts  of  his  women  with  marvellous 
subtlety  and  delicacy.' — Times. 


THE    KING'S    MIRROR.       Third 

Edition. 

'In  elegance,  delicacy,  and  tact  it  ranks 
with  the  best  of  his  novels,  while  in  the 
wide  range  of  its  portraiture  and  the 
subtilty  of  its  analysis  it  surpasses  all  his 
earlier  ventures. ' — Spectator. 

'  A  work  of  art,  and  of  good  art.' — Times. 

'"The  King's  Mirror"  is  a  strong  book, 
charged  with  close  analysis  and  exquisite 
irony  ;  a  book  full  of  pathos  and  moral 
fibre — in  short,  a  book  to  be  read.' — 
Daily  Chronicle, 


Gilbert  Parker's  Novels 

Crown  8vo.     6s.  each. 


PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE. 
Fifth  Edition. 
'  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  ex- 
ecuted.   There  is  strength  and  genius  in 
Mr.  Parker's  style.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

MRS.  FALCHION.     Fourth  Edition. 
'  A  splendid  study  of  character.' — 

A  thenaum. 
'A  very  striking  and  admirable  novel.' — 
Si.  James's  Gazette. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A 
SAVAGE. 
'The  plot  is  original  and  one  difficult  to 
work  out ;  but  Mr.  Parker  has  done  it 
with  great  skill  and  delicacy.  The 
reader  who  is  not  interested  in  this 
original,  fresh,  and  well-told  tale  must 
be  a  dull  person  indeed.' — 

Daily  Chronicle. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD. 
Illustrated.  Sixth  Edition. 
'  A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book  like 
this,  in  which  swords  flash,  great  sur- 
prises are  undertaken,  and  daring  deeds 
done,  in  which  men  and  v/omen  live  and 
love  in  the  old  passionate  way,  is  a  joy 
inexpressible. '^Z'iiz'/)'  Chronicle. 

WHEN    VALMOND     CAME     TO 
PONTIAC:    The  Story  of  a   Lost 
Napoleon.     Fourth  Edition. 
'  Here   we   find   romance — real,  breathing, 
living  romance.     The  character  of  Val- 
mond  is  drawn  unerringly.     The  book 
must  be  read,  we  may  say  re-read,  for 
any  one  thoroughly  to  appreciate  Mr. 
Parker's  delicate  touch  and  innate  sym- 
pathy   with    humanity.'  —  Pall   Mall 
Gazette. 


AN     ADVENTURER     OF      THE 
NORTH  :   The  Last  Adventures  of 
'Pretty  Pierre."     Second  Edition. 
'  The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  mov- 
ing stories  of  the  great  North,  and  it 
will  add  to  Mr.  Parker's  already  high 
reputation.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

THE   SEATS   OF    THE   MIGHTY. 
Illustrated.      Tenth  Edition. 
'  Mr.  Parker  seems  to  become  stronger  and 
easier  with  everj'  serious  novel  that  he 
attempts.     He  shows  the  matured  power 
which  his  former  novels  have  led  us  to 
expect,  and  has  produced  a  really  fine 
historical  novel.' — A  t/ieneeufti. 
'  A  great  book.' — Black  and  White. 

THE  POMP  OF  THE  LAVILET- 
TES.  Second  Edition.  3^.  bd. 
'  Living,  breathing  romance,  genuine  and 
unforced  pathos,  and  a  deeper  and  more 
subtle  knowledge  of  human  nature  than 
Mr.  Parker  has  ever  displayed  before. 
It  is,  in  a  word,  the  work  of  a  true  artist.' 
—Pall  Mull  Gazette. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  STRONG : 

a     Romance     of    Two     Kingdoms. 

Illustrated.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  Nothing  more  vigorous  or  more  human  has 

come  from  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  than  this 

novel.     It  has  all  the  graphic  power  of 

his  last  book,  with  truer  feeling  for  the 

romance,   both  of  human   life  and  wild 

nature.   There  is  no  character  without  its 

unique   and   picturesque   interest.     Mr. 

Parker's  style,  especially  his  descriptive 

style,  has  in  this  book,  perhaps  even  more 

than  elsewhere,  aptness  and  vitality.' — 

Literature. 
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S.  Baring  Gould's  Novels 

Crown  Svo.     6s.  each. 

'To  say  that  a  book  is  by  the  author  of  "Mehalah"  is  to  imply  that  it  contains  a 
story  cast  on  strong  lines,  containing  dramatic  possibilities,  vivid  and  sympathetic  descrip- 
tions of  Nature,  and  a  wealth  of  ingenious  imagery.' — Speaker. 

'  That  whatever  Mr.  Baring  Gould  writes  is  well  worth  reading,  is  a  conclusion  that  may 
be  very  generally  accepted.  His  views  of  life  are  fresh  and  vigorous,  his  language 
pointed  and  characteristic,  the  incidents  of  which  he  makes  use  are  striking  and  original, 
his  characters  are  life-like,  and  though  somewhat  exceptional  people,  are  drawn  and 
coloured  with  artistic  force.  Add  to  this  that  his  descriptions  of  scenes  and  scenery  are 
painted  with  the  loving  eyes  and  skilled  hands  of  a  master  of  his  art,  that  he  is  always 
fresh  and  never  dull,  and  it  is  no  wonder  that  readers  have  gained  confidence  in  his 
power  of  amusing  and  satisfying  them,  and  that  year  by  year  his  popularity  widens.' — 
Court  Circular. 


ARMINELL.     Fourth  Edition. 

URITH.     Fifth  Edition. 

IN    THE     ROAR    OF    THE    SEA. 

Sixth  Edition. 
MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGEX- 

VEN.     Fourth  Editio?i. 
CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.  Fourth  Edition . 
THE  QUEEN   OF    LOVE.      Fourth 

Edition. 
MARGERY  OF  QUETHER.     Third 

Edition. 
JACQUETTA.     Third  Edition. 
KITTY  ALONE.     Fifth  Editioti. 


NOEMI.    Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition. 
THE  BROOM-SQUIRE.    Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition. 
THE  PENNYCOMEQUICKS. 

Third  Edition. 
DARTMOOR  IDYLLS. 
GUAVAS    THE    TINNER,       Illus- 

trated.     Second  Edition. 
BLADYS.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 

DOMITIA.     Illustrated.     Second  Edi- 
tion. 
PABO  THE  PRIEST. 


Conan  Doyle.      ROUND  THE  RED 
LAMP.      By    A.    CoNAN    Doyle. 
Sixth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
The  book  is  far  and  away  the  best  view 
that  has  been  vouchsafed  us  behind  the 
scenes  of  the  consulting-room.' — Illus- 
trated London  News. 

Stanley   Weyman.      UNDER   THE 
RED  ROBE.     By  Stanley  Wey- 
man,  Author   of   '  A   Gentleman   of 
France.'    With  Illustrations  by  R.  C. 
WOODVILLE.         Fifteenth    Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Every  one  who  reads  books  at  all   must 
read   this   thrilling  romance,  from   the 
first  page  of  which  to  the  last  the  breath- 
less reader  is  haled  along.     An  inspira- 
tion of  manliness  and  courage.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  WAGES  OF 
SIN.  By  Lucas  Malet.  Thir- 
teenth Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  CARISSIMA. 
By  Lucas  Malet,  Author  of  'The 


Wages  of  Sin,'  etc.      Third  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
George  Gissing.     THE  TOWN  TRA- 
VELLER.    By   George   Gissing, 
Author  of  '  Demos,'  '  In  the  Year  of 
Jubilee,'  etc.    Second  Edition,      Cr. 
8vo.     6s. 
'  It  is   a  bright  and  witty  book  above  all 
things.     Polly  Sparkes  is  a  splendid  bit 
of  work.'— Pa//  Ma(l  Gazette. 
'  The  spirit  of  Dickens  is  in  it.' — Bookfnan. 

George  Gissing.    THE  CROWN  OF 
LIFE.    By  George  Gissing,  Author 
of  '  Demos,'  '  The  Town  Traveller,' 
etc.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Mr.  Gissing  is  at  his  best.' — Academy. 
'A  fine  novel.' — Outlook. 
'We  are  looking  upon  life  itself.' — Daily 
News. 
S.  R.  Crockett.     LOCHINVAR.     By 
S.   R.  Crockett,  Author  of  'The 
Raiders,'    etc.      Illustrated.     Second 
Edition.     Croi.vn  8vo.     6s. 
'  Full  of  gallantry  and  pathos,  of  the  clash 
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of  arms,  aiul  brightened  by  episodes  of  1 

humour   and   love.  .  .  .' — IVestniinsler  \ 

Gazette.  \ 

S.  R.  Crockett.     THE  STANDARD  , 

HEAREk.      By  S.    R.  CROCKETT. 

Crown  8f('.     6s. 

'  A  dclightrul  tale.' — Shaker.  \ 

'  Mr.  Crockett  at  his  best.' — Literature.        I 

Arthvir     Morrison.       TALES      OI" 
MEAN    STREETS.      By  Arthur  | 
Morrison.      Fi/ik    Edition,       Cr.  \ 
Svo.     6s. 
'  Told  with  consummate    art    and    extra-  1 
ordinary  detail.     In  the  true  humanity  1 
of   the   book   lies  its  justification,   the  j 
permanence  of  its   interest,  and   its  in- 
dubitable  triumph.' — Atlientruvi.  \ 

'  A  great  book.  The  author's  method  is  | 
ama/ingly  cfTcctive,  and  produces  a 
thrilling  sense  of  reality.  The  writer 
lays  upon  us  a  master  hand.  The  book 
is  simply  appalling  and  irresistible  in 
its  interest.  It  is  humorous  also  ;  with- 
out humour  it  would  not  make  the  mark 
it  is  certain  to  make.' — IVorld. 

Arthur   Morrison.      A    CHILD    OF 
THE  JAGO.     By  Arthur  Morri- 
son.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
'  The  book  is  a  masterpiece.' — Pall  Mall 

Gazette. 
'  Told  with  great  vigour  and  powerful  sim- 
plicity.'— A  thentrum. 

Arthur   Morrison.      TO    LONDON 

TOWN.     By  Arthur  Morrison, 

Author  of  'Tales  of  Mean  Streets,' 

etc.    Second  Edition.  Crown  Zzv.  6s. 

'  We  have  idyllic  pictures,  woodland  scenes 

full  of  tenderness  and  grace.  .  .  .  This 

is  the  new  Mr.  Arthur  Morrison  gracious 

and  tender,  sympathetic  and  human.' — 

Daily  Tcicgrapk. 

'  The  easy  swing   of   detail   proclaims  the 

master  of  his  subject  and  the  artist  in 

rendering.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

'  Mr.  Morrison  has  broken  new  t;round  with 

admirable  success.    .    .    .    Kxcellently 

written  and  artistically  sincere.' — Daily 

Mail. 

M.  Sutherland.     ONE  HOUR  AND 
THE  NEXT.     By  Thk  Duchess 
OF  Sutherland.     Third  Edition. 
Crown  8t'o.     6;'. 
'  As   a  piece   of    literary   work    this    book 
stands  high.     It  is  written  by  one  who 
has   drawn   some    deep    breaths   of  the 
iXWxxic  afflatus. '—M. A. P. 
'Passionate,  vivid,  dramatic' — Literatute. 
'  It  possesses  marked  qualities,  descriptive, 
and  imaginative.' — Maming  Pott. 


'  The   work  of  a  refined,  thoughtful,   and 
cultivated  mmA.'—Uritish  IVeekly. 
Mrs.     CUfford.       A      FLASH      OF 
SUMMER.     By  Mrs.  W.    K.  Cl.iv- 
I'ORD,  Author  of  'Aunt  Anne,"  etc. 
Second  E.dition,     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
'  The  story  is  a  very  beautiful  one,  exquis- 
itely told.' —S^eaier. 

Emily  Lawless.     HURRISH.    By  the 
Honblc.  Emily  Lawless,  Author  of 
'Maclcho,'ctc.    Fifth  Edition.    Cr. 
Zvo.     6s. 
Emily  Lawless.    MAELCHO  :  a  Six- 
teenth  Century  Romance.      By  the 
Honble.   Emily  Lawless.     Second 
Edition.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 
'  A  really  great  book.' — Spectator. 
'  One    of    the    most    remarkable    literary 
achievements  of  this  generation.' — Man- 
cluster  Guardian. 

Emily     Lawless.      TR.MTS     AND 
CONFIDENCES.     By  the  Honble. 
Emily  Lawless.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
Eden    Phillpotts.       THE    HUMAN 
BOY.  Byi:i)KN  Phillpotts,  Author 
of  'Children  of  the  Mist.'    With  a 
Frontispiece.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown 
^vo.     6s. 
'  Mr.  Phillpotts  knows  exactly  what  school- 
boys do,  and  can  lay  bare  their  inmost 
thoughts;  likewise  he  shows  an  all-per- 
vading .sense  of  humour.' — .-icadeMy. 
'  An  unrestrained  fund  of  humour  ripples 

through  every  page.' — World. 
'  Described     with     delightful     spirit    and 
humour.' —  Truth. 
E.  W.  Homung-.     THE  AMATEUR 
CR.\CK.SMAN.      By  E.  W.   HoR- 
NUNG.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
'  .\n    audaciously  entertaining   volume.' — 

Sfiectaior. 
'  Fascinating  and  entertaining  in  a  supreme 
degree.' — Daily  Mail. 

Jane  Barlow.    A  CREEL  OF  IRISH 
STORIES.       By    Jane    Barlow. 
Author    of    '  Irish    Idylls."      Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Vivid  and  singularly  rc.1l.' — Scotsman. 

Jane  Barlow.  FROM  THE  EAST 
I'NTO  THE  WEST.  By  Jane 
Barlow.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 

Mrs.Caffyn.  ANNEMAULEVERFR. 
By  Mrs.  Cafkyn  (lot.i),  Author  of 
'  The  Yellow  Aster.'  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 
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Benjamin  Swift.    SIREN  CITY.    By 

Benjamin  Swift,  Author  of  '  Nancy 

Noon.'     Cro7v>i  ?>vo.     (js. 

'"Siren  City"  is  certainly  his  best  book, 

and  it  is  the  worlc  of  a  strong  man.     It 

has  sobriety,  not  only  of  manner,  but  of 

spirit.' — Academy. 

J.     H.    Findlater.      THE    GREEN 

GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE.      By 

J.\NE     H.      Findlater.       Fourth 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

'A  powerful  and  vivid  story.' — Standard. 

'  A  beautiful  story,  sad  and  strange  as  truth 

itself.' — Vanity  Fair. 
'  A  very  charming  and  pathetic  tale.' — Patt 

Matt  Gazette.  _ 
'  A  singularly  original,  clever,  and  beautiful 

story.' — Guardian. 
'  Reveals  to  us  a  new  writer  of  undoubted 

faculty  and  reserve  force.' — Spectator. 
'  An  exquisite  idyll,  delicate,  affecting,  and 
beautiful.' — Stack  and  White. 

J.  H.  Findlater.  A  DAUGHTER 
OF  STRIFE.  By  Jane  Helen 
Findlater.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

J.     H.     Findlater.      RACHEL.      By 
Jane      H.      Findlater.       Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  not  unworthy  successor  to  "  The  Green 
Graves  of  Balgowrie."  ' — Critic. 

Mary      Findlater.       OVER     THE 

HILLS.      By   Mary   Findlater. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  2>y2.     6s. 

'  A  strong  and  wise  book  of  deep  insight  and 

unflinching  truth.' — Birtningliatn  Post. 

Mary     Findlater.      BETTY     M  US- 
GRAVE.      By   Mary   Findlater. 
Second  Editio7i.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
'  Handled  with  dignity  and  delicacy.  .  .  . 
A  most  touching  story.' — Spectator. 

Alfred  Ollivant.     OWD  BOB,   THE 

GREY  DOG  OF  KENMUIR.    By 

Alfred  Ollivant.  Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'Weird,     thrilling,     strikingly    graphic.'— 

Punch. 
'  We  admire  this  book.  .  .  .  It  is  one  to  read 
with  admiration  and  to  praise  with  en- 
thusiasm.'— Bookman. 
'  It  is  a  fine,  open-air,  blood-stirring  book, 
to  be  enjoyed  by  every  man  and  woman 
to  whom  a  dog  is  dear.' — Literature. 

B.  M.  Croker.  PEGGY  OF  THE 
BARTONS.      By  B.    M.   Croker, 


Author      of      'Diana      Barrington.' 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Mrs.  Croker  excels  in  the  admirably  simple, 
easy,  and  direct  flow  of  her  narrative,  the 
briskness  of  her  dialogue,  and  the  geni- 
ality of  her  portraiture.' — Spectator. 

Mary  L.  Tendered.     AN  ENGLISH- 
MAN.     By  Mary  L.    Pendered. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Her  book  is  most  healthy  in  tone,  and 
leaves  a  pleasant  taste  in  the  mouth.' — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette.  _ 
'  A  very  noble  book.    It  is  filled  with  wisdom 

and  sympathy.' — Literary  World. 
'  Kx.  once  sound  and  diverting.' — Academy. 
Violet  Hunt.      THE  HUMAN    IN- 
TEREST.      By     Violet     Hunt, 
Author  of  'A  Hard  Woman,'  etc. 
Cro7V?i  8vo.     6s. 
'  Clever  observation  and  unfailing  wit.' — 

Academy. 
'  The   insight   is  keen,    the    irony  is  deli- 
cate.'—  World. 
A.  J,  Dawson.     DANIEL  WHYTE. 
By     A.     J.     Dawson,     Author    of 
'  Bisniillah.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'A   strong  and    interesting   story.' — Man- 
chester Guardian. 
'Alive  with  incident.' — Glas^07u  Herald. 
H.   G.   Wells.     THE   STOLEN   BA- 
CILLUS,   ajid    other    Stories.      By 
H.    G.    Wells.       Second    Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  They  are  the  impressions  of  a  very  striking 
imagination,  which,  it  would  seem,  has 
a  great  deal  within  its  reach.' — Saturday 
Review. 
H.    G.    Wells.      THE    PLATTNER 
STORY  and  Others.     By  H.  G. 
Wells.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 
'  Weird  and  mysterious,  they  seem  to  hold 
the  reader  as  by  a  magic  spell.' — Scots- 
man. 

Sara  Jeannette  Duncan.  A  VOYAGE 
OF  CONSOLATION.  By  Sara 
Jeannette  Duncan,  Author  of  '  An 
American  Girl  in  London.'  Illus- 
trated. Third  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
'A  most  delightfully  bright  book.' — Daily 

Telegraph. 
The  dialogue  is  full  of  wit.' — Globe. 
'  Laughter    lurks  in    every  page.' — Daily 
Ne7us. 

Sara  Jeannette  Duncan.  THE  PATH 
OF  A  STAR.  By  Sara  Jeannette 
Duncan,  Author  of  '  A  Voyage  of 
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Consolation.'      Ilhlstr.^tcd.      Second 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s, 

'Richness  and  fullness  of  local  colourinp;, 

brilliancy  of  style,  smiting  phrases,  and 

the  display  of  viiy  pretty  humour  are 

praces  which  are  hcrL-  in  profusion.    The 

interest  never  flags.' — Pall  MallGazetie. 

C.   F.  Keary.     THE  JOURNALIST. 

By  C.  F.  Kearv.  Cr.  %vo.  ds. 
'  It  is  rare  indeed  to  find  such  poetical  sym- 
pathy with  Nature  joined  to  close  study 
of  character  and  sinfjularly  truthful  dia- 
logue :  but  then  "The  Journalist"  is 
altogether  a  rare  book.' — Athcntruni. 

E.  F.  Benson.      DODO:  A  DETAIL 
OF  THE  DAY.     By  Fl  F.  Benson. 
Sixteenth  Jidition.     Cr.  ivo.     6s. 
'  A  perpetual  feast  of  epigram  and  paradox.' 
— Speaker. 
E.  F.  Benson.     THE  VINTAGE.     By 
E.   F.   Benson.     Author  of 'Dodo.' 
Illustrated  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Full  of  fire,  earnestness,  and  beauty.' — 
T/ie  IVorld. 

E.  F.  Benson.    THE  CAPSINA.     By 
E.  F.  Benson,  Author  of  '  Dodo.' 
With  Illustrations  by  G.  P.  Jacomh- 
HoOD.    Second  Edition.    Cr.Svo.  6s. 
'  The  story  moves  through  an  atmosphere 
of  heroism  and  adventure.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 
W.  E.  Norris.    MATTHEW  AUSTIN. 
ISy  W.  E.  NoRKis,  Author  of '  Made- 
moiselle  de    Mersac,'   etc.      Eourth 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
'An  intellectually  satisfactory  and  morally 
bracing  novel.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
W.E.  Norris.    HIS  GRACE.  By  W.  E. 
NoRRis.    ThirdEdition.  Cr.  Siv.  6.(. 

W.    E.    Norris.      THE    DESPOTIC: 
LADY  AND  OTHERS.     By  W.  I'.. 
NoKRiS.      Crown  8t'o.     6s. 
W.  E.  Norris.  CLARISSA  FURIOSA. 
By  W.  E.  NoRRis.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  As  a  story  it  is  admirable,  as  a_/V«  d'esfin't 
it  is  capital,   as  a    lay  sermon  studded 
with   gems  of  wit  and  wisdom  it  is  a 
model'— The  World. 
W.  E.  Norris.    GILES  INGILBY.    By 
W.  IC.  NoKRis.    Illustrated.    Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Clever,      bright,      and      entertaining.'— 

Inanity  Fair. 
'  Wc  meet  real  men  and  women.' — SpteJicr. 
'  Interesting,  whole.some,   and  charmingly 
written.' — Clasgo-M  Herald. 


W.   Clark   RusseU.       MY    DANISH 
.SWEirniEART.      Ry  W.   Clafk 
Ri-S'^Ei.L.         Illustrated.         Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Robert  Barr.     IN  THE  MIDST  OF 
ALARM.S.       By     Robert     Bakk. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us 
byitscapit.il  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
'Mr.  Barr  has  achieved  a  triumph.'— Pa// 
Mall  Gazette. 

Robert    Barr.       THE     MUTABLE 

M.A.NY.    By  Robert  Barr.    Second 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  Very  much  the  best  novel  that  Mr.  Barr 

hxs  yet  given  us.    There  is  much  insight 

in   it,    and   much  excellent  humour." — 

Daily  Chronicle. 

Robert    Barr.      THE    COUNTESS 

TEKLA.    By  RohertBakk.  Second 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  Such  a   tale  as   Mr.    B.irr's  would  ever 

receive   a   hearty    welcome.       Of  these 

medi.tval    romances,    which     are    now 

paining  ground,  "The  Countess  Tekla" 

IS   the  very   best  we    have   seen.      "The 

story  is  written  in  clear  English,  and  a 

picturesque,  moving  style.'— Pall  Mall 

Gazette. 

Andrew  Balfour.    BY  .STROKE  OF 
SWORD.     By  A.   Balfocr.     Illus- 
trated. Eourth  Edition.   Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
A  banquet  of  good  things.' — Academy. 
'A   recital  of  thrilling  interest,   told  with 
unflagging  vigour.' — dole. 
An  unusually  excellent  example  of  a  semi- 
historic  romance.' — World. 

Andrew  Balfour.     TO  ARMS!     By 

Andrew     Balfour.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.      Cro~ivn  8vo.     6s. 

'  The  m.irvelluus  perils  through  which  .\ll.nn 

passes  are   told  in    powerful  and  lively 

fashion. '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Andrew  Balfour.    VENGEANCE  IS 

MINE.       By    -Andrew    Bai.koi;r, 

.Author    of    'By  Stroke   of   Sword.' 

I'lustrated.     Cro^vn  8vo.     6s. 

'  .\  vigorous  piece  of  work,  well  written,  and 

.-ibounding  in  stirring  incidcnts.'^;/<M- 

i^mv  Herald. 

J.   Maclaren  Cobban.    THE  KING 

OF    ANDAMAN:     A     Saviour    of 

Society.    By  J.  .Maclaren  Cobban. 

Crown  8ro.     6s. 

'An  unquestionably  interesting  book.     It 

contains  one  character,  at  least,  who  has 

in  him  the  root  of  immortality.' — Pall 

Mall  Gazette. 
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J.  Maclaren  Cobban.  THE  ANGEL 
OF  THE  COVENANT.  By  J. 
Maclaren  Cobban.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
MarshaU  Saunders.  ROSE  A  CHAR- 
LITTE :  A  Romantic  Story  of 
Acadie.  By  Marshall  Saunders. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
'Graceful    and    well    written.' — Saturday 

Review. 

'Charmingly  told.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

R.   N.   Stephens.      AN   ENEMY  TO 

THE  KING.    By  R.  N.  Stephens. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'  It  is  full  of  movement,  and  the  movement 

is  always  buoyant. ' — Scotsman. 
'A  stirring  story  with  plenty  of  movement.' 
— Black  and  White. 
R.  N.  Stephens.      A  GENTLEMAN 
PLAYER.      By  R.    N.   Stephens, 
Author  of  '  An  Enemy  to  the  King. ' 
Crown  ?)V0.     6s. 
'  A  bright  and  spirited  romance  of  adven- 
ture,  full   of  movement   and   changing 
action. ' — Scotsman. 

R.  Hichens.   BYEWAYS.   By  Robert 
HiCHENS.     Author  of  'Flames,  etc' 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  2>vo.     6s. 
'  The  work  is  undeniably  that  of  a   man  of 
striking  imagination.' — Daily  News. 

J.  S.  Fletcher.  THE  PATHS  OF 
THE  PRUDENT.  By  J.  S.  Flet- 
cher.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

J.   B.    Burton.     IN   THE   DAY   OF 

ADVERSITY.    By  J.  Bloundelle- 
Burton.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
'  Unusually  interesting  and  full  of  highly 
dramatic  situations.' — Guardian. 


J.  B.  Burton.     DENOUNCED.     By 
J.    Bloundelle-Burton.      Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  fine,  manly,  spirited  piece  of  work.' — 
World. 
J.    B.   Burton.      THE    CLASH    OF 
ARMS.     By  J.   Bloundelle-Bur- 
ton.   Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
'  A  brave  story — brave  in  deed,  brave  in 
word,  brave  in  thought.' — ^if.  James's 
Gazette. 
J.  B.  Burton.     ACROSS  THE  SALT 
SEAS.  ByJ.  Bloundelle-Burton. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  very   essence   of  the   true   romantic 
spirit.' — Truth. 

R.    Murray   Gilchrist.       WILLOW- 
BRAKE.      By    R.    Murray    Gil- 
christ.    Croivn  8vo.     6s. 
'It  is  a  singularly-  pleasing  and  eminently 
wholesome    volume,   with    a    decidedly 
charming    note    of   pathos    at    various 
points.' — Athencnum. 
W.  C.  ScuUy.    THE  WHITE  HECA- 
TOMB.    By  W.  C.  Scully,  Author 
of  '  Kafir  Stories.'     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  Reveals  a  marvellously  intimate  under- 
standing of  the  Kaffir  mind.' — A/rican 
Critic. 
W.    C.    ScuUy.       BETWEEN    SUN 
AND  SAND.     By  W.  C.  Scully, 
Author  of  'The  White   Hecatomb.' 
Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  reader  passes  at  once  into  the  very 
atmosphere  of  the  African  desert :  the 
inexpressible  space  and  stillness  swallow 
him  up,  and  there  is  no  world  for  him  but 
that  immeasurable  waste.' — At/ietueuvt. 


OTHER  SIX  SHILLING  NOVELS 

Crown  8vo. 


THINGS      THAT      HAVE      HAP- 
PENED.    By  Dorothea  Gerard. 

SIR    ROBERT'S    FORTUNE.       By 

Mrs.  Oliphant. 
THE    TWO     MARYS.        By     Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
THE     LADY'S    WALK.      By    Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
LONE    PINE:    A    ROMANCE    OF 

MEXICAN     LIFE.       By     R.     B. 

Townshend. 
WILT     THOU      HAVE      THIS 

WOMAN  ?       By    J.     Maclaren 

Cobban. 


A     PASSIONATE     PILGRIM.       By 

Percy  White. 
SECRETARY    TO     BAYNE,     M.P. 

By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 
ADRIAN    ROME.      By  E.   Dawson 

and  A.  MoORE. 
THE      BUILDERS.        By      J.      S. 

Fletcher. 
GALLIA.        By      M^NIE      Muriel 

Dowie. 
THE   CROOK    OF  THE  BOUGH. 

Bv  Mi^.NiE  Muriel  Dowie. 
A  BUSINESS  IN  GREAT  WATERS. 

By  Julian  Corbett. 
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Mias  ERIN.     By  M.  E.  Francis. 

ANANIAS.    By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Al.AN 

Brodrick. 
CORRAGEEN    IN     '98.        By    Mrs. 

Orpen. 
the  plunder  pit.    By  J.  Keich- 

LEY  SnOWDKN. 

CROSS  TR.\ILS.    By  Victor  Waitk. 

SUCCESSORS  TO  THE  TITLE. 
By  Mrs.  Walford. 

K1RKH.\M'S  FIND.  By  Mary 
Gaunt. 

DEADMAN'S.     By  Mary  Gaunt. 

CAPTAIN  JACOBUS:  A  ROMANCE 
OF  THE  ROAD.  By  L.  Cope  Corn- 
ford. 

SONS  OF  ADVERSITY.  By  L.  Cope 
Cornford. 

THE  KING  OF  ALBERI.\.  By 
Laur.\  Daintrey. 

THE  DAUGHTER  OF  ALOUETTE. 
By  Mary  A.  Owen, 

CHILDREN    OF    THIS    WORLD. 

By  Ellen  F.  Pinsent. 
AN    ELECTRIC    SPARK.      By    G. 

Manville  Fenn. 
UNDER      SHADOW      OF      THE 

MISSION.     By  L.  S.  McChesney. 
THE    SPECULATORS.      By    J.    F. 

Brewer. 
THE    SPIRIT    OF    STORM,       By 

Ronald  Ross. 
THE   QUEENSBERRY    CUP.      By 

Clive  p.  Wolley, 


A   HOME   IN    INVERESK.     By  T. 

L.  Paton, 
MISS  ARMSTRONG'S   AND 

OTHER  CIRCUMSTANCES.     By 

John  Davidson. 
DR.  CONGALTON'S  LEGACY.    By 

Henry  Johnston. 
TIME    AND    THE   WOMAN.     By 

Richard  Pryce, 
THIS  MANS  DOMINION.     By  the 

Author  of  '  A  High  Little  World." 

DIOGENES  OF  LONDON.     By  H. 

B.  Makkioti'  Watson, 
THE    STONE    DRAGON.     By 

MuRKAY  Gilchrist. 
A    VICAR'S    WIFE.      By    Evelyn 

Dickinson. 
ELSA.    By  E.  M'Queen  Gray. 
THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY.     By    I. 

Hooper. 
THE  FALL  OF  THE  SPARROW, 

By  M.  C.  Balfour. 
A  SERIOUS  COMEDY.  By  Herbert 

Morrah. 
THE      FAITHFUL      CITY.        By 

Herbert  Morrah. 
IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP.     By  J.  A. 

Barry. 
BIJLL   THE  DANCER.     By  James 

Blytiie  Patton. 
JOSIAH'S      WIFE.        By     Norma 

Lorimer, 
THE       PHILANTHROPIST.        By 

Lucy  Mavnard. 
VAUSSORE.     By  Francis  Brune. 


THREE-AND-8IXPENNY     NOVELS 

Crown  ^vo. 


DERRICK    VAUGHAN,     NOVEL- 

IST.      42«(/  thousand.      By   Edna 

Lyall. 
THE  KLOOF  BRIDE.     By  Ernest 

Glanville. 
A  VENDETTA  OF  THE  DESERT. 

By  W.  C.  Scully. 
SUBJECT  TO  VANITY.     By  Mar- 

fiARKT  Benson. 
THE  SIGN  OF  THE  SPIDER.     By 

Bertram  Mitford. 


THE  MOVING  FINGER.    By  MARY 

Gaunt. 
J  AGO  TRELOAR.    By  J.  H.  Pearce. 
THE    D.\NCE   OF    THE    HOURS. 

By  '  Vera." 
A  WOMAN  OF  FORTY.     By  EsMI^: 

Stuart. 
A  CUMBERER  OF  THE  GROUND. 

By  Constance  Smith. 
THE  SIN  OF  ANGELS.    By  Evelyn 

Dickinson. 
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AUT     DIABOLUS    AUT     NIHIL. 

By  X.  L. 
THE    COMING    OF    CUCULAIN. 

By  Standish  O'Grady. 
THE   GODS    GIVE    MY   DONKEY 

WINGS.    By  Angus  Evan  Abbott. 
THE  STAR  GAZERS.     By  G.  Man- 

VILLE    FeXN. 

THE    POISON    OF   ASPS.      By    R. 

Orton  Prowse. 
THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.     By 

R     PRYPF* 

DISENCHANTMENT.  By  F.Mabel 

Robinson. 
THE    SQUIRE    OF    WANDALES. 

By  A.  Shield. 
A  REVEREND  GENTLEMAN.     Bv 

J.  M.  Cobban. 


A  DEPLORABLE  AFFAIR.  By 
W.   E.    NORRIS. 

A  CAVALIER'S  LADYE.  By  Mrs. 
Dicker. 

THE  PRODIGALS.  By  Mrs. 
Oliphant. 

THE  SUPPLANTER.  By  P.  Neu- 
mann. 

A  MAN  WITH  BLACK  EYE- 
LASHES.    By  H.  A.  Kennedy. 

A  HANDFUL  OF  EXOTICS.  By 
S.  Gordon. 

AN  ODD  EXPERIMENT.  By 
Hannah  Lynch. 

TALES  OF  NORTHUMBRIA.  By 
Howard  Pease. 


HALF-CROWN      NOVELS 

Crown  8z>o. 


HOVENDEN,  V.C.     By  F.   Mabel 

Robinson. 
THE   PLAN   OF   CAMPAIGN.      By 

F.  Mabel  Robinson. 
MR.    BUTLER'S    WARD.      By     F. 

Mabel  Robinson. 
ELI'S    CHILDREN.      By    G.    Man- 

VILLE    FeNN. 

A   DOUBLE   KNOT.     By   G.    Man- 

VILLE   FeNN. 

DISARMED.       By    M.    Betham 

Edwards. 
A   MARRIAGE   AT   SEA.      By   W. 
.    Clark  Russell. 


By 


IN  TENT  AND  BUNGALOW. 

the  Author  of  '  Indian  Idylls.' 
MY    STEWARDSHIP.      By   E. 

M 'Queen  Gray. 
JACK'S     FATHER.        By     W.     E. 

NORRIS. 

A   LOST   ILLUSION.     By   Leslie 
Keith. 


THE  TRUE  HISTORY  OF  JOSHUA 
DAVIDSON,  Christian  and  Com- 
munist. By  E.  Lynn  Lynton. 
Eleventh  Edition.     Post  8vo.     is. 


Ube  IPlovelist 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  making  an  interesting  experiment  which  constitutes  a 
fresh  departure  in  publishing.  They  are  issuing  under  the  above  general  title 
a  Monthly  Series  of  New  Fiction  by  popular  authors  at  the  price  of  Si.xpence. 
Each  Number  is  as  long  as  the  average  Si.x  Shilling  Novel.  The  first  numbers 
of  '  The  Novelist  '  are  as  follows  : — 


I.  DEAD  MEN  TELL  NO  TALES. 
E.  W.  HoRNUNG.  l/?eady. 

II.  JENNIE    BAXTER,    JOURNA- 
LIST.    Robert  Barr. 

[/^eady. 

III.  THE       INCA'S   •  TREASURE. 
Ernest  Glanville.  -.    [Head/. 


IV.  A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.      W. 

Pett  Ridge.  [Jy^eady. 

V.  FURZE    BLOOM.      S.   Baring 

Gould.  [J?eadv. 

VI.  BUNTER'S  CRUISE.       C. 

Gleig.  [Ready. 

VII.  THE       GAY        DECEIVERS. 

Arthur  Moore.  [Ready. 
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Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

A  Series  of  Books  by  well-known  Authors,  well  illustrated. 
THREE-AND-StXPENCE  EACH 


THE  ICELANDER'S  SWORD.     By 

S.  Baring  Gould. 
TWO    LITTLE   CHILDREN   AND 

CHING.     By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S  HERO.     By  M.  M. 

Blake. 
ONLY    A    GUARD -ROOM     DOG. 

By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
THE  DOCTOR  OF  THE  JULIET. 

By  Hakky  Collingwood. 


MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOY- 
AGE.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

SYD  BELTON  :  Or,  The  Boy  who 
would  not  go  to  Sea.  By  G.  Man- 
VILLE  Fenn. 

THE  WALLYPUG    IN    LONDON. 

By  G.  E.  Farrow. 
ADVENTURES     IN     WALLYPUG 

LAND.     By  G.  E.  Farrow.     5^. 


The  Peacock  Library 

A  Series  of  Books  for  Girls  by  -well-known  Authors,  handsomely  bound, 

and  well  illustrated, 

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE  EACH 


A  PINCH   OF   EXPERIENCE.     By 

L.  B.  Walford. 
THE     RED    GRANGE.       By     Mrs. 

Molesworth. 
THE  SECRET   OF   MADAME    DE 

MONLUC.       By     the     Author     of 

'  Mdle.  Mori.' 
OUT   OF   THE    FASHION.     By  L. 

T.  Meade. 


DUMPS.     By  Mrs.  Parr. 

A    GIRL  OF   THE    PEOPLE.      By 

L.  T.  Meade. 
HEPSY  GIPSY.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

25.  6d. 
THE     HONOURABLE     MISS.     By 

L.  T.  Meade. 
MY  LAND  OF  BEULAH.     By  Mrs. 

Leitii  Adams. 


University    Extension   Series 

A  series  of  books  on  historical,  literary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable  for 
extension  students  and  home-reading  circles.  Each  volume  is  complete  in 
itself,  and  the  subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a  broad  and 
philosophic  spirit. 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.A., 

Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 

Crown  ^vo.     Price  {with  some  exceptions)  2s.  6d. 

The  following  volumes  are  ready : — 


THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLAND.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Wad- 
ham  College,  Oxon.,  Cobden  Prize- 
man. Sixth  Edition,  Revised.  With 
Maps  and  Pla?is.     2>^. 

A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY.    By  L.  L.  Price, 


M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxon. 
Third  Edition. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY :  An 
Inquiry  into  the  Industrial  Condi- 
tions of  the  Poor.  ByJ.  A.  HOBSON, 
M.A.       Fourth  Edition. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    By  .V.  Sharh. 
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THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  By 
J.  E.  Symes,  M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY.  By  F.  S.  Granger, 
M.A.     Second  Edition. 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  PLANT 
LIFE  :  Lower  Forms.  By  G. 
Massee.      With  Illustrations. 

AIR  AND  WATER,  By  V.B.Lewes, 
M.A.     Ilhistrated. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  LIFE  AND 
HEALTH.  By  C.  W.  KiMMiNS, 
M.A.     Illustrated. 

THE  MECHANICS  OF  DAILY 
LIFE.  By  V.  P.  Sells,  M.A.  Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  TRADE  AND  FINANCE 
IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CEN- 
TURY.   ByW.  A.  S.  Hewins,  B.A. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  The 
Elementary  Principles  of  Chemistry. 
By  M.  M.  Pattison  Muir,  M.A. 
Illustrated. 

A  TEXT-BOOK  OF  AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY.  By  M.  C. 
Potter,  M.A. ,  F.L.S.  Illustrated. 
35.  6d. 


THE  VAULT    OF    HEAVEN.       A 

Popular  Introduction  to  Astronomy. 

By  R.  A.  Gregory.    With  numerous 

Illustrations. 
METEOROLOGY.     The  Elements  of 

Weather  and  Climate.      By  H.    N. 

Dickson,  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.  Met.  Soc. 

Illustrated. 
A    MANUAL     OF    ELECTRICAL 

SCIENCE.     By  George  J.  Burch, 

M.A.      With  numerous  Illustrations. 

THE  EARTH.  An  Introduction  to 
Physiography.  By  Evan  Small, 
M.A.     Illustrated. 

INSECT  LIFE.  By  F.  W.  Theo- 
bald, M.A.     Illustrated. 

ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE 
TO  BROWNING.  By  W.  M. 
Dixon,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOVERN- 
MENT. By  E.  Jenks,  M.A.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Law  at  University  College, 
Liverpool. 

THE  GREEK  VIEW  OF  LIFE.  By 
G.  L.  Dickinson,  Fellow  of  King's 
College,  Cambridge.  Second  Edition. 


Social  Questions  of 


To- 


day- 
Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 
Crow7t  S>vo.     2s.  6d. 
A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social,  economic,  and  industrial 
interest  that    are    at    the   present   moment  foremost   in   the    public  mind. 
Each  volume  of  the  series  is  written  by  an  author  who  is  an  acknowledged 
authority  upon  the  subject  with  which  he  deals. 

The  followitig  Volumes  of  the  Series  are  ready  : — 


TRADE  UNIONISM— NEW  AND 
OLD.  By  G.  Howell.  Second 
Edition. 

THE  CO  -  OPERATIVE  MOVE- 
MENT TO-DAY.  By  G.  J.  Holy- 
OAKE.     Second  Edition. 

MUTUAL  THRIFT.  By  Rev.  J. 
Frome  Wilkinson,  M.A. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY.  By  J. 
A.  HOBSON,  M.A.     Fourth  Edition. 

THE  COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS. 
By  C.  F.  Bastable,  M.A.,  Professor 
of  Economics  at  Trinity  College, 
Dublin.     Second  Edition. 


THE  ALIEN   INVASION.       By  W. 

H.  Wilkins,  B.A. 
THE    RURAL    EXODUS.       By    P. 

Anderson  Graham. 
LAND    NATIONALIZATION.      By 

Harold  Cox,  B.A. 
A     SHORTER     WORKING     DAY. 

By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt.,  M.A., 

and  R.  A.  Hadfield,  of  the  Hecla 

Works,  Sheffield. 
BACK  TO  THE  LAND :  An  Inquiry 

into  the  Cure  for  Rural  Depopulation. 

By  H.  E.  Moore. 
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TRUSTS,  POOLS  AND  CORNERS. 
By  J.  Stephen  Jeans. 

THE  FACTORY  SYSTEM.  By  R. 
W.  Cooke-Taylor. 

THE  STATE  AND  ITS  CHIL- 
DREN.   By  Gertrude  'I  uckwell. 

WOMEN'S  WORK.  ByLADvDiLKE, 
Miss  Bulley,  and  Miss  Whitley. 

MUNICIPALITIES  AT  WORK. 
The  Municipal  Policy  of  Six  Grent 
Towns,  and  its  Influencecn  theit  Social 
Welfare.    By  Frederick  Dolman. 

SOCIALISM  AND  MODERN 
THOUGHT.     By  M.  Kaufmann. 

THE  HOUSING  OF  THE  WORK- 
ING CLASSES.   By  E.  Bowmaker. 

MODERN       CIVILIZATION        IN 


SOME  OF  lis  ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS.  By  W.  Cunningham, 
D.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Cambrid.e:e. 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UN- 
EMPLOYED. By  J.  A.  Hobson. 
B.A. 

LIFE  IN  WEST  LONDON.  By 
Arthur  Sherwell,  M.A.  Second 
Edition. 

RAILWAY  NATIONALIZATION. 
By  Clement  Edwards. 

WORKHOUSES  AND  PAUPER- 
ISM.   By  Louisa  Twining. 

UNIVERSITY  AND  SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS.  By  W.  Reason, 
M.A. 


Classical  Translations 


Edited  by  H.  F.  FOX,  M.A. ,  Fellow  .i 

^SCHYLUS  —  Agamemnon,  Choe- 
phoroe,  Eumenides.  Translated  by 
Lewis  Campbell,  LL.D.,  late  Pro- 
fessor of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews.     55. 

CICERO— De  Oratore  I.  Translated 
by  E.  N.  P.  Moor,  M.A.     35.  6d. 

CICERO— Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone, 
Pro  Murena,  Philippic  11.,  In  Catili- 
nam).  Translated  by  H.  E.  D. 
Blakiston,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor 
of  Trinity  College,  Oxford.     55. 

CICERO— De  Natura  Deorum.  Trans- 
lated by  F.  Brooks,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford. 
35.  dd. 

CICERO  DE  OFFICIIS.  Translated 
by  G.  B.  Gardiner,  M.A.  Crown 
Zvo.     2s.  6d. 


»id  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 

HORACE:  THE  ODES  AND 
EPODES.  Translated  by  A. 
GoDLEY,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen 
College,  Oxford,     zs. 

LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus, 
Icaro  -  Menippus,  The  Cock,  The 
Ship,  The  Parasite,  The  Lover  of 
Falsehood).  Translated  by  S.  T. 
Irwin,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at 
Clifton ;  late  Scholar  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford,     y.  6d. 

SOPHOCLES  —  Electra  and  Ajax. 
Translated  by  E.  D.  A.  Morshkad, 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Win- 
chester.    2s.  6d. 

TACITUS— Agricola  and  Germania. 
Translated  by  R.  B.  Townshend, 
late  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge,    zs.  6d. 


Educational  Books 


CLAS 
PLAUTI  BACCHIDES.    Edited  with 
Introduction,      Commentary,       and 
Critical  Notes  by  J.  M'CosH,  M.A. 
Fcap.  t^io.     \2S.  6d. 

A  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  Selected 
by  E.  C.  March  ant,  M.A.,  Fellow 
of  Peterhouse,  Cambridge,  and  Assis- 
tant Master  at  St.  Paul's  School. 
Crow7i  Svo.     3.5^.  61/. 


SICAL 

PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANS- 
LATION. By  E.  C.  ^L\RCHANT, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Peterhouse,  Cam- 
bridge ;  and  A.  M.  CoOK,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Wadham  College,  O.xford ; 
Assistant  Masters  at  St.  Paul's  School. 
Crown  Svo.  3J.  6d. 
'  We  know  no  book  of  this  class  better  fitted 

for  use  in  the  hijher  forms  of  schools.' — 

Guardian. 
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TACITI  AGRICOLA.  With  Intro- 
duction, Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F. 
Davis,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at 
Weymouth  College.    Crown  8vo.    zs. 

TACITI  GERMANIA.  By  the  same 
Editor.     Crown  Sz^o.    zs. 

HERODOTUS :  EASY  SELEC- 
TIONS. With  Vocabulary.  ByA.C. 
LiDDELL,  M.A.      Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  ODYS- 
SEY. By  E.  D.  Stone,  M. A.,  late 
Assistant  Master  at  Eton.  Fcap,  Svo. 
IS.  6d. 

PLAUTUS:  THE  CAPTIVI. 
Adapted  for  Lower  Forms  by  J.  H. 
Freese,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  of  St. 
John's,  Cambridge,     zs.  6d. 

DEMOSTHENES  AGAINST 
CONON  AND  CALLICLES. 
Edited  with  Notes  and  Vocabulary, 

GERMAN 
A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAM-  I  GERMAN    PASSAGES    FOR     UN- 
MAR.    ByH.DEB.GiBBiNS,  D.Litt.,  j      SEEN   TRANSLATION.       By   E. 
M..^.,   Assistant  Master  at  Notting-  '      M'QuKE^      GRAY.        Crown     Svo. 
ham  High  School.   Crown  Svo.  is.  6d.  \      zs.  6d. 


by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A.    Fcap. 
Svo.     zs. 
EXERCISES      IN      LATIN     ACCI- 
DENCE.      By    S.     E.     WiNBOLT. 
Assistant  Master  in  Christ's  Hospital. 
Crown  Svo.     xs.  6d. 
An   elementary  book  adapted    for   Lower 
Forms  to  accompany  the  shorter  Latin 
primer. 
NOTES  ON  GREEK  AND  LATIN 
SYNTAX.  ByG.  BucklandGreen. 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Edinburgh 
Academy,  late  Fellow  of  St.  John's 
College,  Oxon.     Crovon  Svo.     3J.  bd. 
Notes  and  explanations  on  the  chief  diffi- 
culties of  Greek  and  Latin  Syntax,  with 
numerous  passages  for  exercise. 
NEW   TESTAMENT   GREEK.      A 
Course  for  Beginners.     By  G.  Rod- 
well,   B.A.      With    a   Preface    by 
Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden  of 
Keble  College.     Fcap.  Svo.     3^.  Sd. 


SCIENCE 


DAIRY  BACTERIOLOGY.     A  Short 
Manual  for  the  Use  of  Students.     By 
Dr.  Ed.  von  Frf.udenreich,  Trans- 
lated by  J.   R.  AiNSWORTH  Davis, 
M.A.       Second     Edition,     Revised. 
Crozim  Svo.     zs.  6d. 
OUTLINES  OF  BIOLOGY.      By  P. 
Chalmers  Mitchell,  M.A.    /l/us- 
tratcd.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
.\   text-book   designed   to   cover  the  new 
Schedule  issued   by  the  Royal  College 
of  Physicians  and  Surgeons. 
A  MONOGRAPH  OF  THE  MYXO- 
GASTRES.      By  George  Massee. 
With  12  Coloured  Plates.    Royal  Svo. 
\Ss.  7iet. 
'A  work  much  in  advance  of  any  book  in 
the  language  treating  of  this  group  ot 
organisms.       Indispensable     to     every- 
student  of  the  Myxogastres. ' — Nature. 
ORNAMENTAL       DESIGN       FOR 
WOVEN      FABRICS.         By      C. 
Stephenson,     of    The     Technical 
College,  Bradford,  and  F.  Suddards, 
of   The  Yorkshire    College,    Leeds. 
With  65  full-page  plates.     Demy  Svo. 
7s.  6d. 


'The  book  is  very  ably  done,  displaying  an 
intimate  knowledge  of  principles,  good 
taste,  and  the  faculty  of  clear  exposi- 
tion.'— Yorkshire  Post. 
GENERAL      ELEMENTARY 
SCIENCE.      By  J.  T.  Dunn,  D.Sc, 
and  V,  A.  Mundella.     With  many 
Illustrations,     d'oivn  Svo.     y.  6d. 

[Mef/iuen's  Science  Primers. 

^extboofts  of  ^ecbnologs 

Edited  by  PROFESSORS  G.^RNETT 
and  WERTHEIMER. 
HOW  TO  MAKE  A  DRESS.     By  J. 
A.  E.  Wood.     Illustrated.    Cr.  Svo. 
IS.  6d. 
'  Though  primarily  intended  for  students, 
Miss  Wood's  dainty  little  manual  may  be 
consulted   with  advantage  by  any  girls 
who  want  to  make  their  own  frocks.  The 
directions  are  simple  and  clear,  and  the 
diagrams  very  helpful.' — Literature. 

CARPENTRY  AND  JOINERY.  By 
F.  C.  Webber.  With  many  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  Svo.     3J-.  6d. 

'  .\n  admirable  elementary  text-book  on  the 
subject.' — Builder. 
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PRACTICAL  MECHANICS.  By 
Sidney  H.  Wells.  With  75  Illus- 
trations and  Diagrams.  Cr.Svo.  3J.6(/. 

PRACTICAL  PHYSICS.  By  II. 
Stroud,  D.Sc,  M.A. ,  Professor  of 
Physics  in  the  Durham  College  of 
Science,  Ne\vcastle-on-Tyne.  Fully 
illustrated.     Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 


THE  WORLD   OF   SCIENCE.     In- 
cluding    Chemistry,     Heat,     Light, 
Magnetism,       Electricity, 
Zoology,    Physiology,     As- 


Sound, 
Botany, 


tronomy,    and    Geology.       By    R. 

Elliott  Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S.     147 

Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     Cr. 

8vo.     2s.  6d. 
ELEMENTARY  LIGHT.     By  R.  E. 

Steel.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo.     4s.  6d. 
VOLUMETRIC  ANALYSIS.     By  h 

B.  Russell,  B.Sc.,  Science  Master 

at    Burnley  Grammar    School.     Cr. 

8vo.    IS.  6d. 
'  A  collection  of  useful,  well-arranged  notes,' 
— School  Guardian. 


ENGLISH 


ENGLISH  RECORDS.  A  Companion 

to  the  History  of  England.   By  H.  E. 

Malden,  M.A.    Crow?i  8vo.    35.  6d. 
THE     ENGLISH    CITIZEN:     HIS 

RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES.    By  H.  E. 

Malden,  M.A.     xs,  6d. 
A      DIGEST      OF      DEDUCTIVE 

LOGIC.      By    Johnson    Barker, 

B.A.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 


A  CLASS-BOOK  OF  DICTATION 
PASSAGES.  By  W.  Williamson, 
M.A.  Seco7id Edition,  Cr.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

TEST  CARDS  IN  EUCLID  AND 
ALGEBRA.  By  D.  S.  Calder- 
WOOD,  Headmaster  of  the  Normal 
School,  Edinburgh.  In  three  packets 
of  40,  with  Answers.  is.  Or  in 
three  Books,  price  2d.,  2d.,  and  3^. 


METHUEN'S    COMMERCIAL    SERIES 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 


BRITISH  COMMERCE  AND 
COLONIES  FROM  ELIZABETH 
TO  VICTORIA.  By  H.  de  B. 
GiBBlNS,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  Third 
Edition,     zs. 

COMMERCIAL  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.     IS-.  6d. 

THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COM- 
MERCE. By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.     1.5.  6a?. 

FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS.E.  Bally, 
Master  at  the  Manchester  Grammar 
School.     Second  Edition.     25. 

GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  COR- 
RESPONDENCE. By  S.  E.  Bally. 
2s.  6d. 

A      FRENCH      COMMERCIAL 

WORKS  BY  A.  M. 

INITIA  LATINA:  Easy  Lessons  on 
Elementary       Accidence.  Third 

Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.      is. 

FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.  Fifth 
Edition.     Crowji  8vo.     2s. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With 
Notes  adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin 
Primer  and  Vocabulary.  Fourth 
Edition  revised.     \8mo.     is.  6d. 


READER.  By  S.  E.  Bally.  Second 
Edition.     2S. 

COMMERCIAL  GEOGRAPHY,  with 
special  reference  to  the  British  Em- 
pire. By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A.  Second 
Edition,     zs. 

A  PRIMER  OF  BUSINESS.  By  S. 
Jackson,  M.A.    Second  Ed.    is.  6d. 

COMMERCIAL  ARITHMETIC.  By 
F.  G.  Taylor,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
is.  6d. 

PRECIS  WRITING  AND  OFFICE 
CORRESPOxNDENCE.  By  E.  E. 
Whitfield,  M.A.     zs. 

A  GUIDE  TO  PROFESSIONS  AND 
BUSINESS.    By  H.  Jones,    is.  6d. 

THE  PRLNCIPLES  OF  BOOK- 
KEEPING BY  DOUBLE  ENTRY. 
ByJ.  E.B.M'Allen,M.A.  Cr.8vo.  zs. 

M.  ST  E  DM  AN,  M.A. 

EASY  SELECTIOxNS  FROM 
C^SAR.  Part  I.  The  Helvetian 
War.     Second  Editioji,     i8mo.     xs. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY. 
Part  I.  The  Kings  of  Rome.  i8mo. 
is.  6d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Si.rth 
Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,     is.  6d. 
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EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Lessons 
in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 
Crown  8vo.     xs. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER 
AND  REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER. 
With  Vocabulary.  Seventh  and 
cheaper  Edition,  re-written.  Crown 
8vo.  js.  6d.  Issued  with  the  consent 
of  Dr.  Kennedy. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SEN- 
TENCE :  Rules  and  Exercises. 
Cr.Svo.  is.6d.  With  Vocabulary.  2s. 

NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellan- 
eous Latin  Exercises  on  Common 
Rules  and  Idioms.  Third  Edition. 
Fcap.  Zvo.   xs.  6d.    With  Vocabulary. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION :  Arranged  according  to 
Subjects.  Eighth  Edition.  Fcap. 
Bvo.     xs.  6d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN 
IDIOMS.   xZmo.  Second  Edition,  xs. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK,     x^mo.     xs. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER. 
Crown  8vo.     xs.  6d. 


EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Edition  Revised.    Fcap.  8vo.    xs.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR 
REPETITION.  Arranged  accord- 
ing to  Subjects.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo.     xs.  6d, 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELEC- 
TIONS. For  the  use  of  Schools. 
Third  Edition.  With  Introduction, 
Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Fcap.  Szo. 
zs.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion.    x8mo.     8d. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  Fourth 
Edition  Revised.     Crown  Svo.     xs. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Edition  revised.     Fcap.  Svo.     xs.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON 
ELEMENTARY  SYNTAX.  With 
Vocabulary.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.     2s.  6d.      Key  y.  fiet. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR 
REPETITION :  Arranged  according 
to  Subjects.    Eighth  Edition.    Fcap. 


SCHOOL  EXAM/NATION  SERIES 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 


FRENCH      EXAMINATION 
PAPERS  IN   MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR  AND    IDIOMS.      By 
A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.      Tenth 
Edition. 
A    Key,    issued    to    Tutors    and 
Private  Students  only,  to  be  had 
on  application  to  the  Publishers. 
Fourth    Edition.      Crown    Svo. 
6s.  net. 
LATIN    EXAMINATION    PAPERS 
IN     MISCELLANEOUS    GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.     By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Ninth  Edition. 
Key    (Fourth  Edition)    issued    as 
above.     6s.  net. 
GREEK   EXAMINATION  PAPERS 
IN     MISCELLANEOUS    GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Sixth  Edition. 
Key    [Second  Edition)   issued  as 
above.    6^.  net. 
GERMAN       EXAMINATION. 
PAPERS  IN    MISCELLANEOUS 


GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By 
R.  J.  MoRiCH,  Manchester.  FiftI' 
Edition. 

Key  {Second  Edition)  issued  as 
above.     6j-.  net. 
HISTORY  AND  GEOGRAPF.Y  EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS.    Bt  C.  H. 
Spence,     M.A.,     Clifton    College. 
Second  Edition. 
SCIENCE      EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.     By  R.  E.  Steel,  M.A., 
F.C.S.     In  two  vols. 

Part  I.  Chemistry  ;  Partii.  Physics. 

GENERAL  KNOWLEDGE  EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS.  By  A. 
M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.  Third 
Edition. 

Key   (Second  Edition)   issued   as 
above,     js.  net. 

EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN 
ENGLISH  HISTORY.  By  J.  Tait 
Wardlaw,  B.A.  ,  King's  College, 
Cambridge.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
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